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* * *

      This sexy FFM first time bisexual romance short story features coming of age, new adult and contemporary romance themes.  This story features two women who very quickly discover that they want to share one man.  It’s a short story with taboo experience elements . It also has elements of lgbt bisexual and cuckquean relationships.

      

      
                    This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.
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      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 40,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $6.99.

      

      Check the list of titles included:
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      Teacher's Pet
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                  Daniel walked through the apartment door and flung his bag to the floor.  “You ready to play?” he asked excitedly.  I raised an eyebrow at him.  He was more excited than usual.  He and I loved playing role play video games, but I’d never seen him this excited.  He couldn’t even wait to grab something to eat.

                  “You just want to play with your new best friend, Taylor,” I teased him.  “In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you dump me for him.”

                  “Ha ha, Sarah.  I’m not gay and I don’t have some love affair with Taylor.  Besides, you like playing with him too.”

                  “Yeah, but I’m not in love with him.”

                  “Shut up.  So, we playing or what?”  I shrugged and moved over on the couch.  I had been home for about an hour already and was lounging until Daniel got home.  I knew we’d probably play when he got back, I just figured he’d eat something first.

                  I blushed as he started up the game.  I didn’t tell Daniel, but I was developing a little crush on Taylor.  We hadn’t heard his voice yet or anything, but anything he typed was very funny.  I didn’t know why I had such an attraction to someone I barely knew, but the connection seemed to be there.  We even swapped texts a few times when Daniel wasn’t paying attention.

                  It wasn’t that I wanted to cheat on Daniel or leave him.  I just liked having a little secret to myself.  We started the game and a big smile spread across my face when Taylor logged on.

                  We played a few rounds like usual, chatting the most of the time.  Taylor could hear us speak so he knew what we sounded like.  He surprised us with news that he had bought a new headset.  We were finally going to be able to hear his voice.

                  “What do you think?” asked a seductive, feminine voice from the other end.

                  “Um. Hi.  Who’s this?” asked Daniel.

                  “It’s Taylor, dweeb.”

                  “Ha ha,” I said.  “Nice joke.”

                  “I’m not kidding,” Taylor said in the same feminine voice.  “Did you guys think I was a dude?”  I paused and glanced at Daniel.  This whole time we thought Taylor was a boy.  We never stopped to think if it could be a girl instead.  We just, assumed.

                  Confusion swept over me.  I had developed a small crush on a girl.  I talked myself out of interpreting it as anything meaningful.  I thought she was a he.  That was all.  Now that I know, the crush will end.  That’s what I hoped, anyway.

                  “I was wondering if you guys would want to meet up sometime.  I don’t have too many close friends,” she said.  Daniel and I found that hard to believe.  She sounded sexy and she was incredibly funny.  Maybe she was ugly or some kind of outcast, though.  We wouldn’t really understand until we met her and curiosity had the better of us.

                  Still, I was a little worried.  What if Daniel developed a crush on her?  I knew I couldn’t blame him.  After all, I had a crush on the “male” Taylor.  My stomach turned as Daniel said “yes” without hesitation.

                  “We’d love to,” I added, gritting my teeth.  We set up a time for the next day to hang out in a public place, for her sake more than ours.  Then we continued to play into the early hours of the morning.  By the time we went to sleep, I had plenty of questions floating around in my head about Taylor.  None of them would be answered until the next day.

                  My sleep was restless, but sufficient enough.  Daniel and I went to our classes and came back home to change.  We decided to meet Taylor at a local pizza place.  None of us drank too much coffee and we thought having food would be good if there were any weird silences.

                  Daniel and I slid into an open booth.  He and I both wore t-shirts of our favorite games as a signal for Taylor.  When she finally walked in, my jaw fell to the floor.

                  She was the hottest girl I’d ever seen.  She also wore a gaming t-shirt but she had the sleeves rolled up and it tucked in enough to show off her tiny waist.  Her breasts pushed out against it, tightening the cotton around her chest.  She had long, blonde hair and dazzling blue eyes.  On her hips, she wore a denim skirt that ended mid-thigh.  If she bent over you could probably get a glimpse of her ass from underneath it.

                  When she saw us, she waved enthusiastically and jogged over.  She was fit, had a creamy complexion, and her legs stretched on for miles.  How the hell did this girl have no friends?

                  I didn’t feel my crush subsiding.  She was too beautiful to ignore.  Even a straight girl like me wanted to see what was underneath her clothes.  I bit my lower lip as she slid into the booth across from Daniel and me.  I pushed my glasses up my nose as if straightening them would make me more attractive.

                  I quickly shot Daniel a look to say I don’t know about this, but he wasn’t paying me any attention.  His full attention was devoted to Taylor and her giant breasts.  I swallowed.  Despite the fear and panic developing that I’d lose my boyfriend, my panties became soaked.  My head wanted her to run far away from here and my pussy wanted to see her naked.

                  I sunk down in the booth a little and smiled weakly.  Taylor and Daniel hit it off quickly and started up a conversation about the games we liked to play.  They seemed like they could already run off together.

                  Surprisingly, Taylor turned to me, trying to include me in the conversation.  “What about you, Sarah?”  Unfortunately, my jealousy had tuned out everything they were saying.

                  “Hm?”  I replied, acting innocent.

                  “Are you happy we finally met?”

                  I clenched my teeth.  “Yeah.  Of course.”  I faked a smile.  Then Taylor reached across the table for my hand.  She took it in hers and smiled brightly.  Her eyes seemed to pierce straight through me.  Her skin was soft and supple.  I couldn’t help wanting to kiss her.

                  “Good, me too.”
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                  A few days later we decided to have Taylor over at our place to play a few games.  I was growing uneasy at the thought but didn’t want to spoil Daniel’s fun.  I didn’t know what to do besides watch Taylor possibly sneak off with my boyfriend.  I tried to console myself that the three of us would stay together, but I couldn’t see why Daniel would stay with an average girl like me when someone like Taylor was around.

                  “So like…do you think she’s hot?” I asked him just before Taylor was expected to come over.

                  “What?  No.  Of course not.”  He wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed my forehead.  “You’re the only girl for me.”

                  “She’s really beautiful, though.  Are you just trying to make me feel better?”

                  “I mean, yeah,” he said.  “She’s societally beautiful.  That doesn’t mean anything.”  I cocked my brow at him and pushed him back.  He thought teasing me was the best way to win an argument.  “Why?  Do you think she’s hot?  Because I think that would be hot.”

                  I wanted to shout “no” without hesitation, but a lump caught in my throat.  “You do think she’s hot!” cried Daniel.  He took my silence as an admission of guilt.  I hung my head as if I’d been caught.  I didn’t know what to say.  I couldn’t get Taylor’s body out of my mind the past few days and I just assumed Daniel was the same.  It didn’t help that her personality had won me over when I thought she was a guy.  I couldn’t help feeling bound to her somehow.

                  “Maybe I need to worry about you,” Daniel teased.  Before I could respond there was a knock on the door.  Oh great timing.

                  Daniel opened it for Taylor and my heart raced.  She wore tight, black leggings and a t-shirt but she looked hotter than ever.  I could now see just how toned and curvy her ass was.  I bit my lower lip. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, but she still looked glamorous.  I wasn’t sure I could stand sitting next to her for too long without doing something I’d regret.  I hoped I wouldn’t anyway.

                  We said our hellos and Daniel cracked a few jokes.  We had snacks and sodas out on the coffee table and the game ready to go.  The three of us sat together on the small sofa, Taylor squishing her sexy body between Daniel and me.

                  I made many mistakes while playing.  I was too distracted.  Taylor’s warm body was sending electric jolts through me.  My heart thudded and my nerves were wired.  Her leg was touching my leg.  Her shoulder touched my shoulder.  Her perfume spilled around my face as she shifted in her seat.  I was losing badly and both of them noticed.

                  “You suck today,” Daniel said, scoffing.

                  “Is everything alright?” asked Taylor, her blue eyes peering into me.  “If you lose again, I’m going to have eat that pussy of yours as punishment.”

                  Daniel and I gasped.  Did she really just say that?  “Um, okay!” yelled Daniel like the big horndog he was.  “Take her now!”

                  My hands were shaking.  I wanted to kiss her, but I knew I shouldn’t.  I wasn’t a lesbian after all.  Why did I want her so much?  I didn’t know how to respond to her statement.  I figured she was kidding, but then she placed a hand on my thigh.  “The stakes are set,” she whispered.

                  Taylor turned to start another game and Daniel eyed me from behind her back.  I flashed him a surprised, I don’t know, look and we joined in on the game.  Of course I was more distracted than ever and I lost the game for us in a matter of minutes.

                  “That’s it,” she said.  “Take off your pants.”  She was smiling but she looked hungry.  Was she serious?  Would she just laugh at me if I really did remove my pants?  Did I want her to put her mouth on me?

                  “Ha, ha,” I said nervously, but Taylor didn’t laugh.  Instead, she reached her hands for the button of my jeans and unfastened them.  Still afraid she was joking, I didn’t move.  I just let her slide my pants down.  She immediately noticed that my panties were soaked and smiled devilishly.  She pressed her thumb to the wet spot in search of my clit.  My eyelids fell halfway closed when she found it.  I couldn’t believe she was really touching me in front of Daniel.

                  Daniel was watching with razor sharp focus.  “Oh shit,” he said.  “Oh shit, this is so hot.”

                  “Shut up, Daniel, or I’ll have to fuck you in front of your girlfriend.”  My eyes shot wide open.  This whole time I’d been afraid of something happening between the two of them, but I never thought I’d have to see it.  The way she said it, though, made me want to see it.  I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

                  “No problems here,” Daniel said with a grin.  “Fuck away.”  I glared at him and he shut up quickly.

                  “Would you like that?” Taylor asked me, leaning her lips to my ear.  Our breasts were touching and I wished we were naked.  “Would you like to see me ride your boyfriend’s hard cock?”

                  She rubbed her thumb in circles over my panties.  I was completely subdued.  I nodded even though I was slightly afraid.  I didn’t know what would happen to my relationship if something like that happened.

                  Just after I agreed, Taylor kissed my cheek.  Then she kissed my lips.  Her tongue probed into my mouth and I tasted cinnamon in her saliva.  I inhaled deeply, wanting to take in all of her.  She placed one hand on my breast and massaged it while her other circled my clit.  Then she worked her fingers underneath the fabric of my panties.

                  One finger slid into my soaking wet slit and I arched my back.  She slid her other hand underneath my shirt and bra until she found my nipple.  She pinched it and rolled it in her fingers while she bit my lip.  Daniel was panting like a dog behind her.

                  I felt completely overwhelmed by Taylor’s touch and kiss.  I pushed my hips forward to beg for more.  She smiled at me and kissed my neck.  She bit the skin while she slid her finger in and out of me.

                  She pulled away and slid my panties down, tossing them to the floor.  She turned to Daniel and waved him off to give us more room.  He eagerly moved to the chair near the sofa to watch.  She pulled me down the length of the couch, my pussy fully exposed to her.  She licked her lips hungrily and spread my legs.  How the hell did we get here?  I still couldn’t believe this was really happening.

                  She moved her head between my legs until her mouth was only a few torturous inches from my wet pussy.  Her hot breath rolled over my wetness, sending a chill down my spine.  I bit my lip and looked down the length of my body at her.  My gaze darted to Daniel who was rubbing his groin as he watched us.  I thought of her riding him like she had threatened and it turned me on even more.  Is this really what I want?  I realized rationalizing it was futile.  I told myself to just let it happen.

                  Taylor slid her tongue between her lips until it touched my soft skin.  I purred as she licked me, sending hot electricity through me.  I reached my hands behind my head to grab the arm of the sofa.  I lifted my hips up to her mouth and she sucked me in.  Her tongue glided along my slit and up to my clit, only stopping to circle it.  Her hands reached up under my shirt again – this time lifting my bra up over my breasts.  Daniel had a perfect view of her teasing my nipples and I couldn’t help but moan at the fact.

                  Taylor slid her tongue inside of me and flicked it against my walls.  I felt myself throb and pulse around her.  By the time she made it back up to my clit I was coming.  I let out a long, wild scream and she smiled as she licked me.  I wondered if she’d done this before.  She was clearly good at it.  I wondered how often she met people online just to seduce them.  Or were we the first?  Does this have anything to do with why she claimed to be friendless? I couldn’t imagine ever turning her away.

                  I came down and Taylor lifted her head, smiling.  “That’s a good girl,” she said.  She leaned over me and slid her tongue into my mouth.  I could taste my orgasm on her lips.  I cooed as we kissed and then I reached for her breast with my hand.  I’d never felt another woman’s tits before and I was curious.  She lifted her shirt for me so that my bare palm could rest against her soft mound.

                  I already felt like I could come again, but Taylor wasn’t going to let me.  “Time for you to watch me fuck your hot boyfriend.”  I blushed and wondered if I could let her go through with it.  As painful as I knew it would be, I wanted to give Taylor anything she wanted.  She was opening me up to a whole new life and so far, it was the best thing that’d ever happened to me.  The last thing I wanted to do was deny her.  So all I could do was nod.

                  I sat up against the arm of the sofa.  I left my shirt and bra resting above my breasts and I left my pussy bare.  Taylor got up and stripped her clothes from her body except for her bright red thong.  She walked toward Daniel who looked like he was in shock.  His jaw hung open and his eyes were wide.  He couldn’t take his gaze off of her smoking hot body.  She was just as toned as I had imagined, even to the point of having a flat stomach.  Her breasts were full and her nipples were tiny pink nubs poking toward him. He reached up and grabbed her breasts in his hands.  I chuckled to myself, wondering how long he would be able to last with her.

                  She straddled his lap and kissed him.  He ran his hands up and down her body, stopping at her hips.  She rocked her hips over his jeans and their tongues danced wildly.  I felt a rush of blood flow back to my pussy so I reached my hand between my legs.  I slid a finger into my wet pussy as I watched another woman with my boyfriend – something I never thought I’d be able to do.

                  Daniel ran his hands over her ass and pulled her into him.  She lifted his shirt above his head and tossed it to the side.  She ran her hands over his chest and abs.  Daniel was a gamer but he was always pretty built.  I couldn’t believe I was watching another woman touch his bare chest.  Her hands didn’t stop there.  They unfastened his jeans and he helped her slide them off his body.  Now she was in her red thong and he only wore his briefs.

                  Taylor turned to me and said, “I’m going to fuck him better than you ever could.  And you’re going to think of me any time you fuck him from now on.”  I swallowed and nodded.  I couldn’t believe I let her talk to me like that.  I couldn’t believe I was enjoying it.  I slid my fingers in and out of my pussy while she removed my boyfriend’s briefs.  She got on her knees and wrapped her dainty hand around his big, thick cock.

                  She parted her lips and wrapped them around his head.  My fingers circled my clit again as I watched her suck him in.  He thrust his hips forward, hitting the back of her throat with his bulbous head.  She gagged on it and his eyes widened.  I’d never given head that good for him before.

                  I loved seeing Taylor’s hot body on my boyfriend.  I loved seeing her young, supple mouth suck his cock.  She bobbed her head up and down over him and fondled his balls with her hand.  Daniel placed his hands on the back of her head to help her swallow more of him.  She nearly took him all the way in.  I could never do that.

                  My heart fluttered as she sucked.  The sounds and the moans swirled around in my head.  Her breasts swung as she moved her head back and forth.  It didn’t take long for Daniel to spill his load into her mouth.  His abs tightened and he let out a growl as he released it.  She swallowed everything she could.  She was impressive.

                  Apparently she didn’t swallow everything.  When Daniel had finished, she walked over to me and kissed me.  She let go of part of his load into my mouth and I swallowed it eagerly.  I loved tasting him inside of her.

                  She faced me still and removed her panties.  I saw her perfectly trimmed pussy for the first time.  I reached out and slid a finger between her legs, searching for her clit.  She was soaking wet and I used her wetness to circle her clit.  She moaned and smiled.  Her hand grabbed mine and lifted my fingers to her lips.  She sucked them clean and then turned back to my boyfriend.

                  I dipped my fingers back into my pussy.  My walls were swollen and puffy.  My clit had escaped its hood and was begging to come again.  I tugged at my nipples and circled it.  Taylor straddled my boyfriend’s lap again and grabbed his shaft.  She faced away from him so she could watch me.  She placed the head of his cock at her entrance and she slowly lowered her hips.  I watched my boyfriend’s cock disappear into her tight, wet pussy.

                  Daniel had his hands on her ass as she lowered down.  She stared at me like she owned me.  Her eyes were narrow and sharp.  The blue in them was crystal clear and sparkling.  She moaned.  “You like watching his cock slide inside of me?”

                  I nodded and furiously rubbed my clit.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  She took all of him inside of her until he disappeared completely.  She rocked her hips back and forth.  Daniel leaned his head back and groaned, “Fuck.”

                  “I’m going to make him come so hard,” she told me as she lifted her hips up and down over his lap.  I continued to play with myself as the scene unfolded before me.  She moved faster and slammed her hips down harder.  Her legs tightened and clenched as she lifted herself.  She moved to the balls of her feet to rise up before falling down again.

                  She circled her hips.  Daniel couldn’t take anymore.  He watched me play with myself while he grabbed Taylor’s hips.  He started to slam into her, making her moan with pleasure.  Fuck this is hot.  Oh my god.  I’m going to come.

                  The walls of my pussy contracted as another orgasm washed over me.  I let out a loud moan which set off both Taylor and Daniel.  She started to rub her clit until she came and Daniel spilled another load inside of her.  I thought about his come traveling up toward her belly.  I wondered if she felt fulfilled.

                  When they finished, Taylor hopped off him and came back to me on the sofa.  She told me to lay all the way down and I did.  She straddled my face and lowered her pussy to my mouth.  I opened it for her and stuck out my tongue.  I licked the inside of her pussy until it was clean from my boyfriend’s come.  I’d never licked a pussy before. The smell was intoxicating and I attempted to memorize it.  I knew I’d smell it on Daniel’s cock later on.

                  Taylor slid her fingers into my hair to hold my head.  She rode my face wildly.  I sucked and licked until her walls began to throb.  I circled her clit with my tongue and she let out another scream.  She came onto my face, pushing out the last few drops of Daniel’s come.

                  She lifted off of me and kissed me.  She wanted to taste herself and Daniel inside of me.  I couldn’t get enough of her.  I wanted to give her anything and everything.  She gave me everything I didn’t know I wanted.

                  She sat next to me on the sofa as the three of us came down from our euphoric high.  “Maybe that’ll help your focus,” she teased, sticking her slender tongue out at me.

                  I laughed.  “Yeah, maybe.”

                  “If it doesn’t, we’ll have to get more of this out of your system.”

                  I looked at Daniel who looked back at me.  Simultaneously we said, “I’m okay with that.”  Taylor smiled and picked up her controller.  She didn’t bother to get dressed.  Daniel and I followed her direction and picked up our controllers too.  The three of us finished our game naked and then swiftly continued on with our adventures.

                  I couldn’t help but still have a huge crush on Taylor and I no longer cared that she wasn’t a boy.  I wanted her to be a part of my life for a while and I hoped she wanted it too.
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                  I remember it like it was yesterday; like it happened only a moment ago; Professor Thomas’s flaxen hair draped over my eyes.  Her vanilla scent clouded my senses, wrapping about them like silk.

                  And, why shouldn’t I remember every detail? It was the day I became a woman, after all. Ok; maybe not the exact day I became a woman, in the technical-sense. But, it was the very first time I’d had a real man. And the circumstances couldn’t have been any wilder; that must be why it remains so vivid in my mind – a potent memory.

                  During every slow moment at the office, or every time my assistant brings me my updates in the morning and I have a bit of alone time with only myself and my latte, I’ll drift off thinking about Professor Thomas and her husband, Kurt. And then I’ll shake my head to ‘snap out of it’ and try to comprehend the fact that it happened nearly ten years ago. Yet, those emerald eyes radiate in my consciousness, along with her pouty, pink lips. Professor Thomas’s husband, Kurt; he always seems to come to me in my dreams.

                  I’m no longer a college girl, though. Professor Thomas and Kurt disappeared from my life, the same way as dorm-halls and mid-terms. I’m a grown, thirty-two year old executive, now; a professional, of sorts. Yet, when I’m supposed to be weaving a multi-million dollar business plan, I’m left, instead, wondering how I could ever arrange something so hot, so deviant, as Professor Thomas had, with me and the rest of the girls in our group.

                  It certainly didn’t hurt that she was tall, slender and drop-dead gorgeous, with a husband that we all pined over. Sometimes, I think of the very first time I met her husband. Nothing would ever be the same, after that…

                  I was twenty-two, and fresh out of undergraduate studies. After taking a summer off, I re-enrolled in graduate school. Only, I decided upon a different - arguably better - grad school, which required a few extra hours of driving north along the coast.  The distance meant that I would be going back to my home town, less often, which I certainly hadn’t minded. Ever since I’d turned twenty, it seemed the ‘ugly duckling syndrome’ had taken its hold in me. Suddenly, I was no longer the geeky girl that everybody had known, before, and ignored. Instead, the very same guys from High School were now tripping over themselves, trying to hit on me whenever I came back for the weekends during my undergrad years. I guess I struggled to embrace the attention; in fact, I often found myself uncomfortable about it. Suddenly, I was the very thing most men seemed to pine after; skinny, big boobs, long, flowing blonde hair that rested over my cleavage, and of course, a soft face with a pair of big, blue eyes. And just as suddenly, I was on the receiving end of ravenous male eyes – and sometimes, even, I would catch the sneaking glances of girls.

                  The very studs that, before, I had secretly fantasized about in my room, and sometimes even touched myself to, were now likely masturbating to mental images of me. And while I’d never fantasized about another girl – well – I’d be lying if I claimed that female attention hadn’t made me at least a tiny bit curious about them, too.

                  Ultimately, though, I grew into my new body. Eventually, I even came to love it. By the time I moved into my graduate school dorm on the edge of the new campus that I would call home for the following two years, I had put it to use, too.

                  After my mind caught up with my new body, I eventually felt comfortable with my curvy, slender hips, and big boobs. It was never easy to find the right jeans or the right bra. But when I found the right ones, I couldn’t seem to shake the glances from just about every man within eyesight. So, naturally, it only took a little while for me to find a guy or two that I found equally intriguing. I lost my virginity and from then on, found myself playing into the very college lifestyle that the movies portray, with hookups and quick romances. But, even after a few short-term boyfriends, I wasn’t a woman; I was still far from it, apparently. And I didn’t realize this, until I stepped into my graduate biology workshop. I’d spent four years – four grueling years – drinking with a few girlfriends, just to retain my sanity, while I spent every free moment, studying physiology and nursing charts. Now that I was in grad school, the stakes were much higher. Yet, the atmosphere was more casual, just the same.

                  I sat at one of the rows of desks, compulsively tapping my pink pen against my blank notepad. The afternoon rays of sunlight slid in through the window at the side of the classroom, flooding the room with a golden, almost surreal luminance. I looked around at the handful of other students. Undoubtedly, the other students who had been more on top of things had all taken morning classes. After a glitch in the computer system, I found myself registering late, and by then, the only class left, for my pre-med Biology intro class, started at five in the afternoon. With the winter still hanging over, it meant that the sunlight was quickly sinking into dusk, just about as soon as the class even began. I suppose it made me restless, in a way. I had always taken morning classes, just like most, because when night set in, I was ready to rid myself of the stresses of the day – however that might happen.

                  But when Professor Thomas walked into the classroom, set her bag down upon the large desk, and immediately pulled out a tablet, I knew my evening ritual of tension-release, might take on a whole new meaning. I turned to a girl nearby, and wanted to ask if that was our professor. But the girl had a tense temperament, which suggested I shouldn’t risk the humiliating rebuff. The girl had long, perfectly straightened cinder locks. They draped over her pink, fuzzy-sweatered shoulders. Though I hadn’t ever done anything with a girl up until that point, I’d always looked. So, of course I noticed the perfectly perky breasts poking out from her neat posture. I bit my lip instinctively and blushed. The girl turned to eye me, and I immediately felt my heart galloping in my chest. Fuck, I thought. I brought my pen to my lip and compulsively toggled the corner of my lips with it, as I gave the girl a nervous half-smile, half-laugh.

                  “Is that our professor?” I said. It was as though the words came out of my mouth, with no permission from my mind, whatsoever. “Um, yeah,” she said, with a sort of incredulous tone. “Don’t you know about Professor Thomas? She’s like… head of our department,” the girl continued in a whisper, before quickly closing her lips, tightening them and straightening back up, to face the front of the room.

                  I didn’t know whether the tall, gorgeous, thirty-something woman at the front of the class, draped in a long trench-coat and heeled boats, was going to be strict or not. But, the glasses sitting on the arch of her straight nose, along with the long, blonde hair that had been tucked into a pony tail at the back, suggested she would be. Professor Thomas immediately showcased a hidden nature. Whatever she was keeping behind those crystal-blue eyes, I would never know. Whereas so many girls at my age struggled to conceal so much on our facial expressions, Professor Thomas had clearly mastered the skill of stoic encryption through an unchanging face. She scoured the room, looking at each of the ten or so students.

                  “You,” she said, as her eyes hung on me. “Why don’t you hand these out.”

                  “Me?” I asked, with a flutter.

                  “Mm-hm,” she hummed, with a quick nod. “Please.”

                  I quickly stepped down to the front of the room, with legs that felt like jelly. Shit, I’m going to trip, I’ll bet. I look so dumb right now, I thought, as my mind raced, and my cheeks grew red with frustration. Professor Thomas held the stack of papers out from her long, coat-covered arm. I came close enough to see her perfectly manicured, blood-red nails and her silky, entirely flawless hands, clutching the sheet. I took the sheet, and even managed to drop a couple. I heard a few quiet whispers and giggles, echoing through the lecture hall. I grabbed the papers, huffed with frustration and turned back up, to see Professor Thomas peering toward me, curiously. What was she thinking? What was behind those eyes?

                  I passed the papers out, and took my seat. The affair must’ve lasted less than a minute, but stumbling through the classroom while Professor Thomas punctually went down the classroom expectations, I thought I’d been walking around the room for an hour, and all with the woman’s eyes on my back. I felt like such a stupid girl next to her. When I had finally come to a place with myself that I’d respected and liked, she shattered it all, and made me feel like a teenager, again. She made me realize just how far I had to go, to become a real woman. At first, naturally, I hated it. I even hated her. Her side-glances and her continued attempts – at least I thought – to make me look foolish, by calling on me to answer questions, almost exclusively, over the next week, left me frustrated to no end. Who does she think she is? I had thought one evening, as I started down the steps and toward the exit.

                  “Miss Logan?”

                  I heard her voice calling toward me, just as professional and unemotional as each time she called on me to answer one of her trick questions on the limbic system or the Latin names of the cranial ridges. “Um… yeah?” I asked, stopped in my tracks. Though I’d come to fear the woman a little less over the past week, I hadn’t weathered any curveballs, either. The classes seemed to go as planned, night after night. Despite the fact that I couldn’t read her, or figure her out for one second, I knew to expect her calling on me to answer questions. I didn’t expect her to single me out when I was finally free at that fateful 6:30 pm and allowed to leave her mental grip for the next forty-eight hours.

                  “Are you in a hurry?” She asked, brushing a few strands of her hair that had escaped the clutches of her pony tail.

                  “Um, no,” I said, and immediately regretted my honesty.

                  She approached me, and for the first time since that very first day, I was met with her unshakable beauty. From several feet away, she was simply an attractive woman. But up close, she seemed other-worldly, almost. Again, she made me feel like the exact, awkwardly developed and cowardly girl I once was. Her blue eyes met mine, and while mine quickly turned away, hers continued looking me over – studying me, without a single hesitation.

                  “Is… is something wrong?” I asked. Professor Thomas crossed her arms, which certainly couldn’t have signaled anything good.

                  “It’s nothing bad,” she said, with a mousy chuckle. It was the first time I’d heard her laugh, much less seen her smile, without wondering whether there had been some sort of wicked intent behind it. Instead, Professor Thomas suddenly seemed inviting and sincere – I let my guard down for a moment, but kept my distance.

                  “You’ve been doing very well so far,” she started, and crossed her arms. Her tone and her body-language, almost suggested that she’d been about to accuse me of cheating. My guard went back up, and my cheeks grew red, despite the fact that I had nothing to be worried over; the last thing I would be known to do, was risk cheating under the nose of somebody like her.

                  “I guess so,” I shrugged.

                  “No, you have,” she said. “You should be proud. I usually make my first week of class the hardest – I want to separate those who are serious about nursing and those who are not,” she said. “And based on what I’ve seen, I want to invite you to a study group I host every Friday evening,” she explained.

                  I didn’t know what to say. I felt honored, but the heart speeding in my chest, verified that I was also skeptical and, too nervous to agree. But, my mouth, in its ever-lasting quest to please my ego, quickly blurted a defiant, ‘sure.’ I even nodded, and through beaming blue eyes, gave a pleasant smile. I didn’t want to displease Professor Thomas. And after walking away from that small chat, I balled my lithe fingers into fists and cursed the fact that she’d put me in the position. Heading through the cold night air, I grumbled the fact that I would now have to see her one extra hour every week. “What the hell was I thinking?” I cried to myself, as I rounded the corner of my dorm. A few birds flocked away, and for a moment, I wished I’d been one of them – able to fly off and forget the glances, the constant singling out and the (now) extra-curricular invitations from Professor Thomas.

                  Little did I know that my fears and nervous, anticipatory thoughts over the next few days would do nothing to prepare me for what I would find when I showed up to Professor Thomas’s study group…

                  After winding through the countryside just beyond the college-town, I found the hillside house. Though, it was more of an estate. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I pulled my small sedan up the cobblestone (yes, cobblestone) driveway, and made my way through a gate, that resembled something out of a Medieval castle. I clutched my steering wheel and looked about the large, two-story house, with its endless windows and hedges towering over sprawling gardens of the front lawn. There was no way a Professor could afford a mansion on so many acres, I thought. Maybe she’s an heiress or something, I thought to myself, and gave a little laugh; the idea of Professor Thomas – tightlipped and all-business, strutting around with diamonds and champagne in an evening gown, as she reminisced about her ninety-year-old billionaire lover. I snickered and drove through the opening in the front of the house, which let me into a courtyard circle driveway, where a few cars were already parked around a large fountain in its center. I immediately expected to go up to the front door and find that I’d had the wrong house. But, I then saw the dark-haired girl from my class, poking out the tall, wooden front door, along with another girl that I had never seen. The pair smiled, and the dark-haired girl waved toward me, as if we’d been old friends. I didn’t know what to do, so I awkwardly gave a little wave back, just as they disappeared back into the doorway.

                  I blushed and cut the engine, grabbing my bag. I wished I’d brought some vodka in a coffee cup – something to calm my nerves. If Professor Thomas had invited me to a nondescript and unassuming townhouse, I could have seen her as a regular human being. Instead, she lived in a castle, when she already looked and behaved like a fairy-tale princess, with perfect grace and beauty. Just as soon as I stepped out of the car, I wanted to hop back in and go home. But, I didn’t. I stupidly thought of my potential career, and the connections I could make with Professor Thomas, should I impress her any further.

                  So, I locked my car door, and headed to the front door. The dark-haired girl reappeared with the other girl, and they smiled, again. “It’s about time” the girl that I recognized said.

                  “Um, we’re in the same class, right?” I asked, hoping to address the elephant in the room immediately; the fact that I didn’t even know her name, yet she was acting like we were best friends.

                  “Yeah, I’m Rachel,” she said, brushing her still-perfectly-straight bangs toward her ear and waving me inside. “This is Julia,” she said, as the second girl, with rust-colored hair, put into a pony tail, and dazzling emerald eyes, gave a small wave. The freckles that lightly dotted her cheeks, extended down to the generous cleavage she’d left, in her teal, cotton polo shirt, which fit snugly around her immaculate, trim but curvy figure. I followed both girls; I couldn’t help but look at each of them from behind. I immediately became self-conscious, looking at their flawless butts. Rachel’s perky rump sat finely in a pair of tiny khaki shorts. I couldn’t believe she’d braved the cold, windy weather in something so skimpy. Of course, I didn’t know yet, that there was a calculating reason behind her tiny shorts, and Rachel’s tight, low-rise skinny jeans.

                  We stepped inside, and the scent of sandalwood filled a golden, dusk-colored foyer. The ceilings extended probably over twenty-feet into the air, with wooden buttresses arching over us. The interior seemed more of a castle, than even the exterior’s grey stone walls. Inside, hints of wood and concrete, with throws and big, comfy furniture to soften the hard edges of the walls and floors. “Is… is this Professor Thomas’s house?” I asked in a hush. The girls both looked at one another and laughed, as Rachel turned back and only nodded.

                  “Wow; I didn’t know she was rich,” I whispered.

                  “She isn’t, but her husband is,” Rachel answered, with a beaming tone. “And he’s super-hot.”

                  “Rachel,” Julia said, before both girls set into a giggle. Rachel gave the redhead a playful shove and whispered back, “You know he is. You want him.”

                  I couldn’t help but blush. Professor Thomas intimidated me, with her almost royalty-like aura. I certainly didn’t need any help from a supposedly rich and handsome prince-charming to make me feel any more insecure.

                  We continued down the corridor, which felt a bit like a dream – dark and moody, with flickering flames of lanterns hanging on the walls. “This is wild,” I said to myself. Rachel and Julia said nothing; they seemed more interested in one another, than me. I felt a bit envious, but mostly self-conscious. They were both striking, and I couldn’t resist wondering if their looks had factored into their being chosen for the study group. I tried to remind myself that, if this had been the case, I had also been chosen, and it should have made me feel a bit better; one look at Julia and Rachel’s big boobs and perfect butts, though, and I felt just as defeated as ever.

                  Finally, we came to what must’ve been a study or home library. Walls of books towered in every corner, with Professor Thomas sitting on a wine-red divan. She wore a black cocktail dress that left her slim figure more on display than I had ever seen. My mind set off with curiosities; why on earth was she dressed this way? What did she have planned? Was her husband going to show up? My heart didn’t stop jumping and careening over every hesitation and uncertainty. I clutched my bag and gave a small, but nervous grin as I entered behind Julia and Rachel.

                  “Lana, glad you could make it,” she said with a cheery pair of eyes turning toward me. A few strands of blonde hair danced over her thin, stylish brows. Her lips had a satin, deep-red tone that almost matched the divan she sat on. A large, circular oriental rug that seemed twenty feet in diameter, occupied most of the floor. Hints of hardwood appeared in the corners of the room, out of its reach. And in the center of the room, was Professor Thomas on her divan, along with two, large, olive-green sofas. Rachel and Julia took a seat, ever-casually, upon one of the sofas, and I hesitantly sat my butt atop one of the others – all under Professor Thomas’ quiet, studious gaze.

                  “So, did you have any trouble finding the place?” She asked, seeming genuinely concerned.

                  “Kurt wanted to move way out here in the country; I’m still getting used to it, but he has the final say,” she said with a small sigh and a smile.

                  “No; no trouble at all,” I said quickly. “Is… I’m sorry, is Kurt your… husband?” I continued, with what must’ve sounded like chattering teeth.

                  “That’s right. You’ll probably see him from time to time. I do apologize for hosting the meeting all the way out here. I normally try to pick a coffee shop or something closer to campus, but they are booked up this week and next,” she explained.

                  “Oh, it’s no problem at all,” I smiled, as Rachel and Julia seemed to grin to one another at my response. I couldn’t help but feel a bit put on the spot, but I shrugged and tried to make the best of it until the attention had been evenly distributed, again.

                  “Also, I’d like to apologize for my weird dress,” Professor Thomas said with an uneasy expression, which she quickly broke for a quick chuckle. “We had to go to a party earlier,” she said, simply.

                  “It’s a very nice dress,” I said. Professor Thomas brushed her hand and laughed. “You’re very nice to say so,” she continued, nearly blushing.

                  “Ladies; where were we when we left off in class on Wednesday?” Professor Thomas said, grabbing a thick notepad.

                  “The male perineum,” Rachel answered, and gave a curious giggle.

                   “Well,” Professor Thomas started. “We were doing the chapter on male physiology and urology – glossing over it.”

                  Professor Thomas lowered her glasses and cleared her throat. “The reason why I decide to have these little study sessions, ladies; is that I seek out the students that I feel are my most mature graduates. There are sensitive topics that we’ll be going over, and I would like to make sure my most serious students get a good lay of the land, because I know each of you can handle with maturity, topics like the penis, the scrotum and even the prostate and anus,” she said. Rachel and Julia quickly chuckled with one another, and the dark-haired girl shook her head.

                  “Sorry,” Julia said, covering her lips and blushing. “We are going to handle this maturely, aren’t we?” Professor Thomas said, with a hint of annoyance.

                  I couldn’t help but feel somewhat special, when she turned to me and subtly rolled her eyes, as though I’d been some sort of girlfriend of hers, to whom she could quietly confide in. I didn’t know how to feel about it. I didn’t find anything childish or giggly about male anatomy, however. It is what it is; I figured each of us had all had plenty of sex by graduate school. Yet, I started to second-guess Rachel and Julia, as their constant inability to maintain a straight-face, even during the fundamentals, became more and more blatant. It seemed that Professor Thomas and I, indeed, shared a mutual appraisal of each of the girls, as the evening went on. The next forty-five minutes passed, until I realized that I’d had to pee for about the entirety of our little study session. With my legs jumping, I wondered when – if ever – would be the appropriate time to suggest a break.

                  “Is something the matter, Lana?” Professor Thomas asked.

                  Shit, I thought to myself. Had it been that obvious?

                  “Um, no – nothing,” I stuttered, before blurting, “Well, could I use the restroom, please?”

                  Rachel and Julia snickered, again, which – by this time – I had become very used to. “Certainly – take a left outside the door, here? And, go down about five doors, and it’s on your right. There is a big, purple candle lit just outside of it,” Professor Thomas instructed. She sat her pen and notepad down, and pulled her glasses from her face, signifying a shared break for everybody else, too. I felt somewhat flattered, that she would stop the session on account of me. And I suspected that Julia and Rachel had read as much into this, too. Each of the girls glared toward me, as I stood, stretched and gave a smile, before disappearing down the dark hallway.

                  As I stepped quietly, almost as if I’d been navigating a haunted house, I approached the line of doors. Finally, I found what I thought was the bathroom door. I opened it and started down a small stone hallway that had been well-lit, the farther I walked down it. After a moment, I came to the room that the little entry hallway spilled out into, only to find a man sitting at a large executive desk and looking at a tower of computer monitors; each flat screen had candle-stick charts and dozens of sets of numbers, trickling down. The man – who I could only see the side of – was perhaps in his mid-thirties, with a butterscotch beard, peppered with hints of chestnut. His jawline was strong and tense, with a smooth, tanned complexion and greyish, blue eyes. His hair was perfectly styled, short and neat, with the same caramel tones, to match his flax-colored button-down shirt. I swallowed hard as he saw me, and I nearly jumped back.

                  “Looking for the bathroom, aren’t you?” he asked, with a grin.

                  “Um, yes. I’m sorry,” I stuttered, and started to turn.

                  “You were close – it’s the next door down on this side,” he said, motioning with his hand.

                  “Are you Professor Thomas’ husband?” I asked, as my cheeks turned red. Shit… what am I doing? I thought. But I couldn’t resist. Rachel and Julia had been correct; her husband was stunning – more extraordinary than the professor, herself. I didn’t realize it in that moment, but I’d been biting my lip and undressing the man with my eyes. They waded up and down, over the man’s expensive and elegant business attire, as he smiled and returned a modest, “Yeah. I’m Kurt.”

                   He leaned forward from his large office chair and extended his hand. His eyes didn’t lose their focus on mine for a single second. His firm, warm fist enveloped my own, and I sighed. “Mm, definitely…” I said, with my eyes lost somewhere in the ocean of the man’s greyish-blue irises.

                  “What?” He asked, with a small laugh.

                  “What…” I said, coming to. “Oh, um… I’m Lana,” I said, turning bright red.

                  He laughed once again, and I shook my head. I turned, quickly, and started back down the hallway. “I’m going to go, now,” I said, with a nervous smile. “It was really nice meeting you,” I continued, as I stepped down the hallway and out of the room. “Idiot,” I whispered to myself. ‘Um, definitely? What is wrong with me?!’ I thought, reprimanding myself.

                  On my second try, I found the bathroom. And the entire time I spent in it, I continued to think of him. I suddenly found my dirty mind turning to thoughts of Kurt and Professor Thomas. They must’ve had wild sex – the sort of sex I only saw on perfectly choreographed porn videos; not the sloppy, drunken, college party sex that I’d been used to. They must’ve made love, I thought, as I grinned. I stood and pulled my jeans back up, before brushing myself down in the mirror. I’d found myself caring more so about my appearance, than before. And though I wanted to deny it, my panties had a slight dampness to them, when I had pulled them back up. Had Professor Thomas’s husband really aroused me in such a pathetically short time-frame? Sure, he was drop-dead gorgeous – but it wasn’t as though I was a complete virgin. Of course, Kurt made me feel like one; like a silly, ditzy blonde girl who’d never been around a real man. And in a way; it was accurate. I hadn’t realized it until I stood there before him, but as I looked at myself – teasing my blonde locks in the reflection – it dawned on me that I had not, in fact, ever been with a real man.

                  The boys I’d fucked since arriving at college had hardly been men; they were all immature and oafish. They all had the same boyish cuteness and masculine, unfocused male energy that one expects from any college-aged man. But aside from a bit of brawn and cocks so hard you could break a nail on them, college boys had little to offer a young woman; at least, not after she’d seen a man like Kurt Thomas. And yet, I sighed and bit my lip, thinking of how he was Professor Thomas’s, and only hers. She was lucky; she had it all. And in my pouting, I tried to remember my own good life – my looks and my position as a soon-to-be nursing student. I needed to be grateful; but like a silly girl, I wanted what I wanted – and after only one simple and brief meeting – I wanted Professor Thomas’s husband.

                  I headed back to the study group, only to find Rachel and Julia had left. Professor Thomas was stacking a few books in her office and adjusting her glasses. I seemed to have surprised her, as she turned and beamed toward me with wide eyes. “I thought you must’ve headed home, already,” she said.

                  “Um, no – sorry,” I said. I stepped politely into the room and grabbed my bag. “So, is the session over?”

                   “Yes, I think so,” Professor Thomas said. “I’m afraid I might have been wrong about Rachel and Julia – just between you and me. They lack the sort of maturity I was hoping for,” Professor Thomas explained.

                  “I need students who take the human body seriously; unfortunately, despite being in their twenties, I think both girls have a bit of catching up to do, if you know what I mean.” Professor Thomas flashed a curious grin towards me.

                  “Catching up?” I asked.

                  “Well, you see, Lana. I don’t think they’re very experienced with the male body, if you get my drift,” she said, with a mocking gesture. “Sometimes it takes a bit of experience to get over the grade-school blushing, when it comes to subjects like male the reproductive system and urology, etc...”

                   I tried to read Professor Thomas’s face, and couldn’t seem to decipher her nearly amused expression. It seemed like an expression which suggested a sisterhood or a shared understanding. I couldn’t help but blush and try to hide it, as I caught up to the woman’s implications.

                  “Um, well, I…” I started, brushing my blonde bangs.

                  “I’m sorry, Lana. I’m making you uncomfortable,” Professor Thomas said, with another little grin. “I certainly didn’t mean to put you on the spot. Just, please let me know I can count on you to keep this between the two of us. I’d appreciate your candor in letting me dismiss Rachel and Julia from the group. I’d hate for them to get the impression that I did it because they were virgins,” she said with a small chuckle.

                  “You on the other hand,” she continued. “I can see the determination in your eyes. I’ve been a little tough on you this first week, but I suppose it’s only because you remind me of myself ten years ago,” she said. “I was on my way to the top of my class and into nursing school, when I met my husband,” she said. “Trust me; I’m very happy with how it turned out; but, I want to make sure that you have as many opportunities as possible to learn and to get ahead – you deserve it.”

                  “Well, that’s very generous of you,” I said, trying not to stumble over my words. “I’m not even sure what to say.”

                  After a small pause, and without anything relevant to break the quiet tension, I blurted, “And, I met Kurt. He seems like a wonderful guy.”

                  Professor Thomas whipped her head around and eyed me. She seemed to pause mid-sentence and squint, with a sudden severity that I hadn’t witnessed from the typically stolid and detached blonde.

                  “You met him? How?” She asked.

                  “Oh, just now – I walked in on him,” I said, before nearly choking on the words. I laughed nervously and shook my head. “No, no. I mean, I walked into the wrong room,” I said.

                  “Oh,” Professor Thomas said, and seemed to feign a smile. “Well, that’s nice. He is charming, isn’t he?”

                  “He seems nice, though I only met him for, like, half a second,” I laughed.

                  Professor Thomas narrowed her eyes at me, studying me with her intense gaze.  I shrank inside myself, looking for a place to hide.  Had I done something wrong?  Something I shouldn’t have?  I felt her eyes probing me, searching for something.

                  “Well, I guess I should go,” I said, realizing it was dumb for me to still be standing there when the lesson was over.  I wanted to sneak out as quickly as possible and think about my professor’s husband in the privacy of my own bedroom.

                  “Why don’t you stay?” she replied.  “It’ll give us a chance to get to know one another better.  Help me understand what motivates you; what lights your fire.  I want things to be different between us.  I think we could mutually benefit one another.”

                  My heart was racing and my hands clenched into balls at my side to keep myself from shaking.  What was she up to?  I knew if I stayed, I’d humiliate myself.  But I stupidly nodded.  I didn’t know how to escape her grasp.

                  “There’s a book in Kurt’s office that I think could be useful to you.  Why don’t you walk with me to get it?”

                  I swallowed and followed behind her down the familiar hallway.  She tapped her knuckles on his office door and his smooth, deep voice bellowed, “Come in.”

                  She entered and I slowly stepped in behind her.  I stood nervously in the doorway, waiting for her to grab the book and leave, but she seemed to be in no rush.  “You can come in further than that,” she told me.  I took a single step forward.  She cocked her head and smiled as if she was laughing at me.  She walked over and reached her arms around my neck to close the door behind me.  I was inches from her face, her eyes searching mine.  I caught a slight tremble in her lower lip, but when my eyes darted toward it she pulled away.

                  “Kurt, this is Lana.  Oh, but you’ve met,” she said with a playful tone.

                  “That we have,” he said, clasping his hands on his desk.  The handsome husband stared at his wife, trying to have a conversation with his gaze.  His jaw clenched and shifted.  Her back was turned to me now and I had no idea what her expression said to him.  He stood up, pushed his chair in and walked toward me.

                  The closer he came, the tenser I became.  I took a step back until I was pressed up against a bookshelf.  He was a foot away from me and Professor Thomas turned to watch him.  Kurt extended his hands and I slid mine into his.  I nearly melted in his grasp.

                  “Lana,” called the professor as her husband stepped in closer to me.  “How would you like my husband to kiss you?”

                  “Wha-what?”  I looked over his shoulder at her and trembled.  Kurt rested his forearm on the side of my head, blocking my view of her.  He leaned his head in close.

                  “Tell me when to stop,” he whispered.  His lips kissed my earlobe, the nape of my neck, and then finally my lips.  I couldn’t have told him to stop even if I wanted to, and I didn’t want to.

                  His kiss was soft but firm.  I mirrored his movements and when his lips parted, so did mine.  Our tongues met halfway, tangling between our teeth.  I exhaled deeply through my nose and inhaled his cologne.  I’d never been kissed so sensually before.  I’d never been so full of lust.

                  He pulled back and I could see my professor sitting on the edge of his desk watching us.  He brought his hands to the bottom of my shirt and lifted up, exposing my navel and then my breasts.  He lifted it over my head and tossed it to the floor.  He dipped his head in toward my neck and kissed the skin.  He cupped a hand over my breast and pressed the tips of his fingers in.  My nipple hardened through my bra against his palm.  I gasped and stared at Professor Thomas.

                  She was relaxed but her hands gripped the edge of the desk.  Her jaw fell open and her chest heaved in deep pants.  She licked her lips as she watched, making my body quiver in her husband’s hands.

                  Kurt’s fingers dug into the cup of my bra, pulling it down and underneath my bare breast.  He moved his lips to my nipple, wrapping them around gently and then biting down with his teeth.  A chill swept through me.  My gaze was locked on Professor Thomas as she watched us.

                  I wondered what kind of woman would want this.  What kind of strange woman would want to see her husband with a young student?  I couldn’t deny how hot it was to have her watch us, but I couldn’t understand it from her perspective.  Most women aren’t like this.

                  Kurt lifted his head and looked into my eyes.  His hands reached for my jeans and he unfastened them.  His gaze never once left my face.  He only broke it to slide my pants down to my ankles, kissing my thighs on his way to the floor.  I stepped out of the constricting fabric.  He stayed on his knees and ran his hands up my inner thighs.  His knuckled brushed against my soft, wet mound over my pink panties.  Through half-closed eyes, I studied Professor Thomas.  She rocked her hips against her desk, but otherwise seemed contained as usual.

                  Kurt licked his lips and slowly dragged my panties down.  He rose up on his knees and brought his face inches from my trimmed pussy.  His hot breath traveled through my folds and I raised an ankle to his shoulder; opening myself up to him.  He smiled and moved closer.  His soft lips graze my clit and I shuddered with eyes locked on Professor Thomas.

                  Kurt’s tongue stretched out and parted my folds.  He licked along my wet slit and circled my clit with his tongue.  I rolled my hips forward to pull him in deeper.  He huffed, stood up, and tore his clothes off wildly.

                  My eyes widened.  He was full of furious passion and his cock stretched toward me.  He was huge and thick.  I couldn’t believe a man could be so well endowed.  I stepped forward, wrapped my hand around his shaft and kissed him hard.

                  He pushed me back against the book case and wrapped his hands around my thighs.  He lifted me up, wrapping my legs around him.  He entered me quickly and I gasped as he stretched me.  I curved an arm around his neck and lay my head on the opposite shoulder, facing my professor.  He slid in and out of me while Mrs. Thomas shifted on the desk.

                  Kurt brought a thumb to my clit and rubbed it in tiny circles.  His other hand reached for my neck, grabbing it gently and holding my head against the bookshelf.  He brought a thumb up to my lips and I sucked it in.  He thrust in and out of me faster and harder.  My legs quivered around him and my pussy pulsed around his cock.

                  “I’m going to come,” I whispered.  A quiet moan escaped as I shook against him.  I couldn’t be sure, but Professor Thomas looked to be quivering as well.  Was she coming with me?

                  Once I had come down, he slid me off of him and turned me around.  He raised my hands above my head and pulled my hips backward.  He slid his thick cock in from behind, stretching deeper than he had before.  I clenched my teeth as he filled me up.  It felt so good.  The room was spinning as I drifted into ecstasy.

                  He grabbed my ass with one hand and slammed into me over and over.  His muscles tensed and his breathing quickened.  I watched Professor Thomas who had stopped rocking and watched with a curious interest.  It looked as if she was studying us now like some medical slide.

                  Kurt growled and his cock swelled inside of me.  I felt his head expand and shoot his hot load deep in me.  I exhaled as he filled me up with his sticky come.  He rested his head on my shoulder while he caught his breath.

                  He pulled out of me and turned me around.  He kneeled down, picked up my panties and handed them to me.  “Don’t put those on yet,” said Professor Thomas.  I didn’t.

                  Kurt stepped aside and dressed himself.  Professor Thomas stepped closer and got on her knees in front of me.  She brought my ankle to her shoulder like she’d seen me do with her husband.  I felt a stream of his come escape me as she opened me up, but she caught it with her tongue on my thigh.  She licked along the direction of the runaway come until her mouth covered my dripping cunt.

                  She slid her tongue inside and licked clean ever drop of her husband.  I shivered at her touch.  Kurt watched us distantly.  He ran a hand through his thick hair and kept a curious expression.  I wondered how many times they did this, or if I was the first.

                  Professor Thomas pulled away from me and handed me my panties.  “Now you may dress,” she told me.  I took them from her and slid them up my legs while they watched.

                  “I should get back to…” Kurt said, pointing to his desk.  I nodded and smiled sheepishly.  Professor Thomas looped her arm around mine and pulled me out of the room.

                  We walked down the hallway toward the living room.  “I hope that wasn’t too strange for you,” she said, gripping the back of her sofa.

                  “No,” I said flatly.

                  “About the study groups…I think I’m going to cancel them.  I’d much rather have you come alone next time.  That is…if you want to.”

                  I blushed and looked at her through the tops of my eyes.  “Yes.  I’d like that.”

                  “Good.  Then we’ll see you again next week?”

                  “That’s right,” I said.  I should’ve turned to leave, but my feet were frozen.  She was still so calm and professional.  I’d just fucked her husband and she was acting as if nothing had happened.  I couldn’t take it.

                  I stepped toward her, wrapped my arms around her neck and kissed her.  My heart fluttered when she reciprocated.  Her tongue slid into my mouth as she explored the taste of her husband’s saliva on my tongue.  She inhaled my scent into her nose and broke our kiss.

                  She smiled.  “I’m looking forward to getting closer with you,” she said.

                  I nodded.  “Me too.”

                  She showed me to the front door and I stepped into the cool evening air.  “Be safe,” she said before closing the door behind me.
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                  “You really don’t mind going to our reunion?” I asked Greg.  Parties weren’t usually his thing, and I was shocked to hear he wanted to join me for our ten year high school reunion.  It was the type of event I imagined he’d cringe at, not jump up to go to.

                  “I told you.  I’m proud of where I am in life.  I have a great job, and a sexy wife,” he said like a snake as he curled an arm around my waist.  “I can’t wait to rub all of it in everyone’s faces.”

                  “That’s why you’re going!  To stick it to people.  It all makes sense now.”  I pursed my lips in disapproval but he kissed my defiance off of them.

                  “Come on, Lindsey.  You know you want to rub your hot body in their faces too.  Well, I mean…not literally.”

                  “Maybe I do literally want to rub myself against everyone there,” I said, throwing my head back to laugh.  He pulled me in closer and kissed my neck.  He always knew how to shut down a conversation.  Once his lips touched the tender skin along my neck I was hopelessly forgetful.  I quickly lost my train of thought and surrendered to his embrace.

                  His kisses trailed down to the few inches of collarbone that were exposed by my low-cut shirt.  I sighed and lost myself in him.  His hands slid down to my ass and grabbed it.  If I could’ve been pulled in any closer he would’ve done it, but every inch of my body rested against his.  He used his position to pull the weight out from under me.  He laid me down gently on the living room floor.  I gasped when my eyes opened.

                  “The curtains…” I started, but he was already teasing my nipple over the top of my shirt.  I quickly faded back into submission.  The worry of neighbors watching disappeared like sand into the ocean.  Greg worked my shirt up over my chest and used his teeth to pull down the cups of my bra.  My breasts pushed forward with hardened nipples.  The small numbs were eager for his mouth and he quickly obliged.

                  Greg wrapped his soft lips around my nipple and pressed the tip of his tongue to it.  I squirmed beneath him.  My panties grew wetter by the minute.  He had always been such a big tease.  He was always in control.  Sometimes I felt bad for not being more assertive in the bedroom, but he claimed he didn’t mind.  It surprised me because he always seemed attractive to pushy types. All of his exes were nearly addicted to sex and demanded it from him regularly.  He never seemed to complain about that despite saying he liked me the way I was.  I hoped that was true, because I enjoyed allowing him to be the assertive one.  I enjoyed being taken.

                  Greg tugged my shirt up over my head and tossed it to the side.  Then he unfastened my jeans and slid them down my hips and thighs, kissing my stomach as he moved down my body.  Chills crawled and spread quickly across my skin.  His touch overwhelmed me.  My body quivered in preparation for what I knew would come.

                  He ran his hands up the insides of my thighs with a devilish smile.  I bit my lower lip as I watched him explore my body like it was new.  It seemed like he was looking for something undiscovered.  Like I kept treasures underneath my skin.

                  I sat up on my elbows and he climbed above my lap.  He unzipped his pants and pushed his briefs down until his thick, hard cock sprang forth.  He shook it in his hands and gripped my neck.  He walked himself toward me until his cock was an inch from my face.  I parted my lips and waited for him to enter.

                  His cock slid along my tongue toward the back of my throat.  I gagged on its length.  I never could swallow him whole like I knew he wanted.  He lifted his shirt and tossed it to the side.  His abs flexed in time with his heavy breathing.  His cock slid back and forth in my mouth, giving me small breaks to inhale.

                  He pulled himself from me with a gasp and reached for my panties.  He tugged them down in one swift motion, as if he had been trained in the removal of lingerie.  He placed his palms against my exposed breasts and gently squeezed.  I leaned back and moaned.  One thumb pressed to my clit, circling it gently.  His head pressed against my wet slit.  He pushed in and I felt the familiar fulfillment his length often brought me.  There was no space left inside me.

                  He pushed in until he pressed to the back of me.  His thumb teased my clit and I gasped with every swift rotation.  The afternoon sun poured in to highlight his flexing muscles.  Greg was the dark handsome type, and I could never figure out how I ended up with him.  Maybe it was true after all that he liked submissive types the most.

                  He slid in and out of me, rocking his hips against mine.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and stared at his gorgeous figure.  With one hand, he gripped my neck and pressed gently.  I gasped and cried out as he pounded me harder with each stroke.

                  My legs shook and my pussy throbbed.  A jolt of electricity shot through me and I let a scream escape as I came.  He groaned and grunted.  His hot load shot through me with no space to spread but outward.  It dripped from me toward the carpet below us.

                  He placed his hands on either side of me and withdrew his cock.  “Maybe you’ll be the one rubbing yourself at the reunion,” I teased.

                  He laughed, wrapped his arm around me and pulled me in for a kiss.
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                  On reunion night, Greg and I dressed ourselves in our best outfits and headed out.  Greg couldn’t wait to show off my figure in his favorite blue dress.  I felt almost naked, like I was showing too much skin.  I curled my hair so that it fell in beach waves around my shoulders.  Greg wore his best navy blue suit.  I couldn’t wait to show him off too.

                  Most high school sweethearts don’t last as long as we did.  There were a few times when doubt snuck into the back of my mind about our relationship.  The statistics said we shouldn’t have made it this long, but I guess the love outweighed the probability for failure.  I loved Greg with all my heart and I would do anything to make him happy.

                  “Ready?” he asked, parking in front of the old school building.  A wave of awkward memories came flooding back to me.  A face flashed before me of a young, beautiful girl.  Her name was Naomi and I remember admiring her all four years. I wanted to know her, to be her.  I only had a handful of conversations with her, and they felt as if we’d been lifelong friends before.  I was kicking myself now for not trying to know her more, but she was popular and busy with other friends.

                  I both wanted her to be there and not be.  My heart fluttered in my chest the longer I wondered.  “I’m ready,” I said shakily followed by a sigh.  Greg smiled at my nervousness.  It was all a big joke to him.  He patted my bare thigh and kissed my cheek.  He opened his door and walked over to mine.  I wondered if anyone would be outside to see my gentleman of a husband.

                  I stepped into the cool night and rubbed my shoulders to warm them.  I reached into the backseat for my sweater and put it on.  Greg wrapped his arm around me and moved me toward the door.

                  Why am I here? I thought.  When I had originally asked Greg if he wanted to go, I had thought of it as my way out.  I figured he’d say no and then I wouldn’t have to make a decision.  When he said yes, it threw my plan out of the window.  I should’ve just never told him about it.

                  We stepped into the large gymnasium.  It was strange to see a hundred adults meandering about the high school walls.  I cocked my head and took in the confusing scene.  I noticed Naomi immediately and felt like bolting for the door.

                  She was grabbing a plate of catered food and pushing off the few single guys.  I wondered if she was alone and then immediately told myself she couldn’t be.  She was too magnificent and too beautiful.  Her curves were just round enough to seem elegant against her slender frame.  She had been on the swim team and never lost that toned figure.  She wore a strapless black dress and her dark hair was pulled back into a tight bun.  A few strands fell loose over her eyes and her bright red lipstick made her smile sparkle in the dim light.

                  I wanted to approach her, but I wasn’t sure how.  I didn’t really plan to approach anyone.  “Let’s grab some food,” I told Greg, hoping to get closer to her in line.  He shrugged his shoulders and we made our way over.

                  We were too far from Naomi to say anything to her, so I waited for us to gather our food and sit down.  I intentionally picked a table near Naomi and caught Greg staring at her.  “She’s pretty, isn’t she?” I asked him.

                  “Oh, yeah.  I just think I know her from somewhere.”

                  “Oh?”  I felt a pang of jealousy at his statement.

                  Naomi’s gaze swept the room and landed on us.  She flashed a smile that curled into one of her cheeks.  She picked up her plate, stood up, and walked toward our table.  I could hear my heart thudding quickly in my chest as she neared.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of her but I didn’t want to seem like a creep, either.

                  “Don’t I know you?” she asked Greg.

                  “I was trying to place you too,” he said.  I waved meekly.  “Oh yeah.  This is my wife, Lindsey.”

                  “Lindsey!” she cried suddenly.  “I definitely remember you.”

                  “You do?”

                  “Oh yeah,” she said, sitting down.  “I tried to be your friend so many times but you didn’t seem interested.”

                  That wasn’t the truth at all.  I couldn’t believe I had given her that impression.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “I wanted to be your friend too.”

                  “Well, why don’t we make up for lost time?”  I smiled and nodded.  “Now, where do I know you from,” she added, pointing to Greg.  “Oh yeah!  Didn’t we fuck in the bathroom at prom?”

                  I swallowed, trying to moisten my dry mouth.  “What?”

                  “Oh!” cried Greg.  He turned to me quickly.  “It wasn’t senior prom.  It was our junior prom.  Before I had met you.”

                  “Are you two high school sweethearts?  Oh my goodness, that’s adorable,” said Naomi.  It seemed like a backhanded compliment, but I tried to see the best in her.  “I didn’t mean to break up your marriage,” she joked.

                  “Oh it’s okay,” I said with a wave.

                  “Really?  Are you two…open?”

                  “What do you mean?” I asked.

                  “Oh.  Maybe not.”

                  I don’t know why I did it.  Maybe I wanted to seem cooler than I felt.  Whatever she meant by being open, I felt like it was something that I wanted to be, if only to look good in Naomi’s eyes.  “I mean, yes.  We’re open.”

                  Greg slowly turned his head toward me with wide eyes.  His jaw fell slightly and I was still trying to understand what I had just said.

                  “Maybe you won’t mind then if I take your husband in the bathroom for old time’s sake.”

                  My adrenaline sped through my veins.  I choked down my reluctance and said, “No.  Have at him.”

                  She reached for Greg’s hand and he took hers.  He looked back at me again with a concerned expression.  I mouthed for him to go even though I didn’t want him to.  She led him out of the gymnasium and down the hall.

                  I lasted no more than five minutes sitting by myself.  I followed their trail to the bathroom and cracked the door slowly.  I could hardly see into the room, but along the wall of tile in front of me was a sink and a mirror.  The reflection showed me everything.

                  Greg still seemed hesitant.  My heart reached out for him for putting him in such a strained position.  But when I saw Naomi kiss him, I immediately felt like somehow I’d made the right decision.  She seemed perfect for him in that assertive way.  She kissed him forcefully and ran her hands along his body.  She moved his hands to her breasts and I watched him melt into the possibility of her.  He was temporarily letting go of me and I let go of him.

                  He and Naomi belonged together in that moment, and I was spying on their lust for each other.  Naomi let her hair down.  Greg grabbed her neck and pulled her close.  She unfastened his slacks and slid them down.  His cock fell out and she wrapped her small hand around it.  She stroked it like she owned it and I took it all in.  It felt as if she were teaching me without me having asked her to.

                  It was like Naomi knew exactly what was missing between me and Greg.  I closed the door quickly when I heard people talking behind me.  They headed toward the bathroom and I waved them off.  “My friend is getting really sick in there.  Too much vodka.  You don’t want to smell the puke, trust me.”  That had been good enough to scare them off and I breathed a sigh of relief.

                  When the hallway was clear again, I peeked into the room.  Naomi was on her knees, taking my husband’s cock into her mouth.  He looked into the mirror and his gaze met mine.  Did he see me, or was it an illusion?  His expression didn’t change until Naomi swallowed him whole.  He held a hand against the back of her head and groaned.  He lifted his other hand to his eyes to cover them.  Had he done that to pretend I wasn’t watching?

                  Naomi worked her magic on his cock.  Her head bobbed in all directions and she twisted her hand on his shaft.  He rocked his hips against her and let out a low growl.  I gasped.  He was already coming.  He never came that fast for me.  I watched her swallow my husband’s load.  She struggled.  I guessed it was a big shot of come.  But not one drop escaped her lips.  She sucked him dry.

                  My panties were soaking wet.  I felt a stream drip down my inner thigh.  I rubbed them together to keep it from spreading lower and inadvertently massaged my pussy.  It was so swollen from watching the two of them.  I couldn’t believe it was turning me on.  It wasn’t supposed to.

                  Naomi moved to the sink and hoisted herself up.  She hiked up her dress and showed off her bare pussy.  I smiled at the thought that she hadn’t worn panties.  Did she plan on fucking someone tonight or was it for comfort?  Naomi curled her index finger and ordered my husband to his knees.  He followed her orders and pressed his face between her legs.  He outstretched his tongue.  It moved up and down her slit and I couldn’t help admire the way her pubic hair was so neatly trimmed.  I had always shaved because I was talentless in that department.  But hers formed a small diamond above her clit.  I wanted to rub my thumb through the short hairs while I licked her pussy.

                  She rocked her hips against my husband and then looked in my direction.  I was certain she had seen me watching, but she only smiled.  She rocked against him harder, grabbing a tuft of his hair at the back of his head.  She wanted me to know she owned him.  She rested her heels on his back, her knees bending over his shoulders.  He reached up and wrapped his arms around her upper thighs.

                  Her body quivered and shook.  “I bet I’m a better lay than your timid wife.  Maybe I’ll fuck her sometime and show her a thing or two.”  She winked at me after she said this and I felt another stream escape my panties.  I almost came from rubbing my thighs together to catch it.  Greg tried to escape her grasp to protest, but she wouldn’t let him.  He finally gave in and finished performing.

                  She arched her back and let out a wild scream.  Her whole body shook, making the sink shake.  I wondered if the mirror behind them would fall.  Toward the end of her orgasm, she grabbed Greg’s hair with both hands and hunched over him.

                  He pulled away from her and she caught her breath.  She stroked his cock until it was hard again.  He stepped between her legs and pushed the tip to her pussy.

                  I wondered if I should barge in.  So far they’d only done oral.  I could still keep him from fucking her.  But I didn’t want to.  I had to see it.  He pushed against her.  I watched her folds open as he stretched her.  She was so tight and moist.  His cock was large and throbbing.  He leaned his hand against the wall behind her and looked at my reflection in the mirror.  Naomi looked at me over his shoulder.  Both of them watched me but had no idea the other one was too.  I felt strangely included.

                  Greg pushed until he was completely inside her.  He paused a moment, trying not to come early again.  I felt like I was watching a couple of college kids.  They both were so beautiful and fit.  She wrapped her legs around his waist and her calves flexed as she tightened her grip around him.  He pulled back and pushed back in.  When he found his stamina, he thrust harder and faster.

                  He grabbed her neck like he grabbed mine. She rested her hand on his and stared into his eyes.  He pounded her on the sink, rattling it against the wall.  I bit my lower lip and caught a third stream on my thigh.  My pussy was throbbing at the sight of them.  I looked over my shoulder to see if the hallway was still clear.  When I felt brave enough, I reached underneath my dress.

                  I pressed my fingers to the fabric over my pussy and massaged.  I could hardly keep my eyes open, but I didn’t want to miss anything.  My lids fluttered as I balanced between watching them and getting myself off.

                  He wrapped an arm around her waist and stuffed her tight little pussy with his huge cock.  He grunted and groaned.  He fucked her differently than he fucked me.  It almost made it easier to detach what I was seeing from my relationship with my husband.

                  Greg slid his fingers into the top of Naomi’s strapless dress and tugged down.  Her bare breasts popped out.  They looked to be a cup or two bigger than mine.  Greg’s eyes widened in the mirror.  He dove in and rolled a nipple between his teeth.  Naomi reached behind her and pressed her hand against the wall for support.  Greg swapped breasts with his mouth and somehow kept his pace.  I watched his thick cock disappear inside her over and over.  His ass flexed and released.  They were the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

                  I dragged my index finger along my wet slit and felt a shiver down my spine.  I heard voices and pulled my hand away and closed the door.  My cheeks felt hot and I waited for the hallway to clear again.  A drunk couple stumbled toward the outer doors.  When it was empty again, I pushed on the bathroom door.

                   Greg’s thumb was on her clit and his cock had swollen to twice its size.  Her eyes were wide with disbelief.  “You’re so huge,” she cried.  “No wonder your wife can’t satisfy you.”

                  I would’ve been upset at her words if I hadn’t felt like it was true.  Sure, I satisfied Greg enough.  But she gave him something special.  Something wild.  He didn’t want to marry a girl like Naomi, but maybe he needed it on the side.  If I got to keep Greg as my husband, and watch on occasion, I didn’t see a problem with it.

                  But I should’ve found a problem, shouldn’t I?  Wives aren’t supposed to want to watch their husbands fuck another woman.  But just as Naomi gave Greg something I couldn’t, she also gave me something he couldn’t alone.  Of all the girls at that reunion, Naomi is the only girl I’d want to watch him fuck.

                  He slid her ass off the sink and pulled out of her.  He spun her around and she grabbed the porcelain edge.  He spread her ass and spit along the opening.  My jaw fell open.  He was about to fuck her ass.  Would she let him?

                  He rubbed the head of his cock along her hole and she cooed.  Her gaze met mine in the reflection and Greg’s gaze followed.  He pushed his tip inside and I saw her slowly spread open for him.  Her breath quickened.  Her breasts dangled just over the sink.  Greg reached for one of them as he slid further inside.

                  I massaged my panties and slid a finger inside.  I teased my clit in the hallway while I watched them.  Greg moved his other hand to Naomi’s pussy and massaged her clit.  He slid a finger inside her pussy and teased her while he stretched out her ass.  Her eyelids fell as she took all of him inside.  I wondered what it felt like.  I had the sudden desire to know.

                  He pulled back slowly while teasing her pussy and nipple.  She bit her lower lip.  Her eyes fluttered open to watch me as he fucked her.  He pushed back in only to pull right back out.  She relaxed around him.  He rocked his hips against her perfect ass.  He thrust over and over again until she was screaming.

                  “Oh!  I’m gonna fuckin’ come!”  She trembled differently than before.  It looked like all the energy was draining from her.  When she climaxed, Greg grabbed her hips tightly and slammed into her.  He growled, stared at my reflection and exploded inside of her.

                  My pussy lips quivered and my body felt electric as I watched him come inside another woman.  I muted my moans as best as I could in case someone entered the hallway.  Greg pulled his cock out of Naomi and his come trickled down her thigh.

                  Without thinking, I marched into the bathroom and kneeled behind her.  They both seemed surprised, still unaware that the other one knew about me.  I pressed my tongue to her thigh and licked along the trail of my husband’s come.  I pressed my mouth to her pussy and licked it clean.  I moved to her ass and slid my tongue inside until I had swallowed every drop.

                  Naomi spun around and ran her hand along the back of my head.  “I knew I liked you,” she said with a smile.  I turned to Greg who looked terrified.

                  “Lindsey, I’m so sorry,” he said.  “I don’t know what came over me.”

                  “I do,” I said.  “Naomi did.”

                  She chuckled and grabbed my hand.  I stood up next to her.  She pressed her lips to mine and my stomach flipped.  Greg wrapped his arms around us.  “I don’t know what’s going on, but I think I like it.”

                  That wasn’t our last night with Naomi.  We spent the rest of the reunion getting to know each other better.  We exchanged phone numbers and Naomi became a regular part of my relationship with Greg.  And to think I almost didn’t go to that reunion.  My life would be completely different.
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                  I still remember the day she moved in.  Lexi looked like a goddess.  She was single, without kids, and seemed happy that way.  I watched her with curiosity through my window.  I bit my lower lip as my eyes trailed her long, slender legs.  She wore tight, designer jeans and a low cut red blouse.  Her legs were extended due to her high, black heels.  Her hair was golden, straight and thick.

                  I couldn’t help picturing running my hands through her full head of hair and gently pulling her head back to kiss her exposed neck.  Ever since that first day, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.  She seemed to be a few years older than me, but only her confidence gave it away.  Otherwise, she looked just as young, but in a mature sense that I envied.

                  I was your typical post-college newlywed.  I often threw my hair up into a bun above my head while I browsed job postings online in my unicorn pajamas.  I felt like a child compared to Lexi, even though our age gap was small.

                  My husband, Paul, had a full time gig as a researcher.  He’d interned in his last two years of college and the job was offered to him upon graduation.  That left me as mostly a housewife while I searched for myself.  That also left me with plenty of time to think about the new hot woman in the neighborhood.

                  Each morning, I kissed my husband goodbye and watched eagerly until his car had pulled out of the driveway.  I rushed to the master bathroom, shed my clothes, and turned the hot water on in the shower.  I dug in the back of my bathroom cabinet for my favorite water-resistant vibrator and stepped into the steaming stall.

                  Each morning was the same.  I pictured Lexi before me, staring at me with her deep brown eyes.  She licked her lips, dropped to her knees, and placed her mouth on my throbbing pussy.  In the shower, I pressed the vibrator to me and pictured Lexi until I came.  I always felt a hint of guilt creeping in afterward, but I reminded myself there was no harm in a fantasy.

                  Of course, I had no idea that Lexi had a different plan in mind for me.  Paul and I had moved into one of those neighborhoods where everyone liked to get to know each other.  We had a monthly block party to mingle and meet and new neighbors.  That’s when my hand first touched Lexi’s.  She showed up to the block party with the most killer dessert.  Apparently, she was a baker in a former life.  She never really explained what she did now or why she was single.

                  As my hand slid into hers for a shake, I felt my ankles and knees weaken.  She felt as sensuous as she looked.  I wanted to press my lips to every inch of her body, and by the look in her eyes, it seemed as if she had the same thoughts about me.

                  “I think I’ve seen you,” she said with a crooked smile.  “You live in 1315, right?”

                  “Yes,” I said, quickly distracted by Paul’s moaning at the taste of her apple pie.  I eyed him, trying to communicate to him to shut the hell up, but he didn’t even notice.

                  “You baked this?” he asked her.  “This is the best thing I’ve ever eaten.  Much better than anything Rachel here can make.”

                  I elbowed him.  How dare he embarrass me like that in front of the new neighbor.  Jealousy swept through me.  I could bake well if I wanted, I just didn’t try too often.

                  “I’ll have to let you try some more of my sweets,” she replied to him.  I studied the way she looked at him.  It was different than it was with me.  It was like she was looking at a pair of expensive earrings that she wanted to steal when I wasn’t looking.  I couldn’t tell if she was attracted to him or not.

                  I was relieved when she finally turned back to me to continue our conversation.  “I’ve seen you at home,” she said.  “You don’t work, do you?”

                  “I just graduated,” I said, feeling my cheeks grow hot.  “I’m still looking for a job.”

                  “Well sometimes that can be a blessing,” she said.  “Gives you more time to please your husband, here.”

                  “Oh, well.  He is really tired a lot from work.  We have a healthy enough sex life, but I suppose it could be better.”  I don’t know what I said it.  Something about Lexi made me want to tell her everything.  As soon as the words left my mouth, though, I regretted it.  What kind of woman tells a total stranger that her sex life is lacking?  Especially a stranger who looks at your husband the way she did.

                  “Interesting,” she said, eyeing Paul again.  She licked her lips and shifted her weight to one hip.  I couldn’t help but notice how firm and full her breasts were.  I pulled my cardigan tighter around my body, trying to hide my chest out of insecurity.

                  Lexi leaned in close to me.  My heart pounded and my back tensed.  She whispered, “That must be why you’re always masturbating in the shower.”  I pulled back with wide eyes.  Did she say what I thought she said?  “Oh, come on.  I thought you wanted people to know with the way you always leave your curtains open.  I see you disappear with your little toy and re-emerge a new woman.”

                  I was speechless.  I didn’t know how to respond.  I had never even considered that someone would be watching me through my window.  Just when I thought I might tell her to fuck off, she leaned in again.  “I bet I can get your husband in the mood, even if you can’t.”

                  “Who the hell do you think you are?” I said shakily.

                  “Oh, lighten up,” she said with a smile.  “I’d be doing you a favor.”  Before I could respond, she was greeted by another one of our neighbors.  Feeling a rush of embarrassment and anger, I excused myself to the bathroom and tried to calm down.

                  I leaned over the sink and looked at my reflection.  I exhaled.  I straightened my hair.  I touched up my lipstick.  I wondered what the hell I was doing.  Was I making myself look good for the woman who wanted to steal my husband?

                  I told myself I was beautiful.  I said it until I believed it.  When I finally felt confident and relaxed, I decided to re-enter the party.  That’s when I noticed they were gone.  My husband and Lexi were nowhere to be seen.

                  I figured Paul went back home.  Maybe he thought I went home too and was looking for me.  Maybe he was tired of the neighbors.  I excused myself from the party and walked quickly back to our house.  As I approached the door, I noticed a faint light coming from the hallway that led to the bedrooms.  I opened the door as quietly as I could.

                  The further I stepped inside, the louder the sounds were.  Heavy breathing.  Kissing.  Panting.  I froze.  I heard my husband say, “Are you sure she said she wanted this?”

                  “More or less,” Lexi said.  A lump formed in my throat.  My mouth was dry.  Lexi was in my house alone with my husband and they were kissing.  My head screamed at me to break it up and give her a piece of my mind.  But my instinct was strangely different.  I tip-toed down the dark hallway and listened to them.

                  Across from the bedroom door was a decorative mirror.  I hid in the shadows and peered at them through the glass.  Lexi was straddling my husband’s lap as he sat on the edge of our bed.  Her tongue swirled around his.  Paul’s hands were on her hips.  She rocked them over what I imagined was his growing erection.  How could I expect him to resist her?  Especially if he thought he had some kind of permission from his wife.

                  I knew I should’ve said something.  I knew I should’ve told him I didn’t want that and that she had lied to him.  I wasn’t even sure how she convinced him that I wanted him to hook up with the new neighbor.  No matter what I felt I should’ve done, there was only one thing I felt like I could do.  I stayed in the darkness and watched her take my husband.

                  Paul’s hands slid over her ass as she grinded his lap.  He breathed heavily while she moaned.  He kissed her neck.  He lowered his lips to the few inches of skin just above her low cut shirt.  I had come to learn that she always wore low cut shirts.

                  He slid his hands up her back, underneath her blouse.  She reached for the bottom edge and lifted the soft fabric up slowly.  Her perfect breasts came into view, covered only by a thin, sheer black bra.  Her nipples were visible through it.  Paul groaned and buried his face in her chest.  She held him to her and glanced toward the doorway, as if she were waiting for someone to walk in on them.

                  I refused to give her the satisfaction.  I wouldn’t let her know that I could see the whole thing.  I definitely wouldn’t let her know that watching them made me soaking wet.

                  Paul reached around Lexi’s back and unhooked her bra.  She helped him slide it from her shoulders.  His jaw dropped in awe as he took in the sight of her firm breasts.  He ran his hands up her stomach, inching toward them.  His palms covered both mounds.  Lexi let her head fall back, dropping her long golden hair behind her.  She parted her silky red lips to moan and I felt a chill.

                  My body twitched uncomfortably as I watched them.  It shouldn’t have turned me on but it did.  I both hated and loved watching Paul lose control around her.  I was jealous, but I wanted it to continue.  I wanted to see him enjoy someone other than me.  Someone as gorgeous as Lexi.

                  Lexi pulled Paul’s shirt off his tight torso.  His muscles flexed and glistened in the dim light.  She ran her delicate fingers over his chest and abs.  She pushed on his shoulders to lean him back against the bed.  He lifted his arms behind his head and watched her explore his body.  She looked toward the door again and almost seemed disappointed.

                  Was she only with my husband to torture me?  The thought of it made me hot and wet.  I barely knew her, and yet she already placed claim on my life.  She was already toying with me.  I unzipped my jeans and slid my hand inside my wet panties.  I shivered as my finger brushed against my sensitive clit.

                  Lexi slid away from my husband’s lap.  She unfastened her slacks and dropped them to the floor.  Her panties were black and sheer, perfectly matching her bra.  Paul leaned on his elbows to gaze upon her sexy body.  I followed his eyes over the curves of her hips and breasts.  I wondered what she tasted like.  I wondered if her breasts and pussy were as soft as her hand had been.  I slid a finger inside my slit and exhaled.

                  She leaned over Paul’s lap and removed his jeans.  She ran a hand along his briefs, where his throbbing erection lay.  He groaned and bit his lip.  I could tell he had all but forgotten about me.  I didn’t care anymore.  I wanted to see her take his cock into her mouth.

                  She slid his briefs down and gasped at the length of him.  I smiled.  I liked her knowing how big my husband’s cock was and that I had snagged him.  Lexi dropped to her knees and licked her lips.  She wrapped a hand around the base of his shaft and opened her mouth.  Paul sat all the way up to get a better view of her.

                  She wrapped her red lips around the tip of his cock.  He immediately grabbed her hair and clenched the loose strands in his fingers.  He groaned and threw his head back.  She swallowed more and more of him.

                  Soon, she had nearly all of him inside her mouth, resting against her tongue and throat.  She pulled back and sucked him in again.  Paul alternated between leaning his head back to moan and forward to look at the pretty face sucking him off.

                  She swallowed him whole.  She choked a little.  I gasped at her willingness and eagerness.  I slid my finger in and out of my wet slit as I watched.  Her gaze darted toward the door and she slid her mouth back.  She pouted for a moment and then took him back in between her soft lips.

                  His abs flexed and he rocked his hips against her face.  She moved her mouth to his balls and stroked his cock as she sucked them in one by one.  Paul’s face twisted and his brow furrowed.  He was trying not to come.  I couldn’t blame him for wanting to.  Even I started to struggle to hold it back.

                  He reached his hand down and massaged her breasts as she sucked his shaft back into her mouth.  She moaned as he rolled her nipples in his fingers.  Her moaning set him off.  Paul tried his best, but he couldn’t hold back any longer.

                  “Fuck,” he grunted.  Lexi swallowed as much as she could.  A single stream of Paul’s hot come escaped her lips and traveled down her chin.  It dropped onto her chest.  I licked my lips.  I wanted to lick his come from her curvy body.  I brought my slick fingers to my mouth and licked them clean, pretending I was licking her instead.

                  Lexi stood up and Paul slid her black panties down.  She pushed him against the bed and climbed above him.  She crawled on the bedspread above my husband until she was straddling his face.  He gripped her hips in his hands and she lowered herself down to his mouth.

                  Paul stretched out his tongue and slid it along her pussy.  She rocked her hips.  The muscles in her long, toned legs flexed as she moved.  I couldn’t help but wonder what she tasted like and if Paul enjoyed her as much as I would.

                  It was unusual how I had thought about Lexi since the day she moved in.  I had never once in my life experimented with another woman.  I’d never even thought about it.  But something about her drew something out of me.  Maybe it had always been there, waiting to be awakened.

                  I heard Lexi moan and grip the headboard.  She swirled her pussy over my husband’s face.  Her body quivered above him and her moaning faded into little pants.  Her skin was flush and I could tell she was coming down from an orgasm.

                  I felt conflicted.  My husband just had his cock sucked by the new neighbor and now had just licked her pussy.  All of it turned me on more than ever before even though I knew I should be horrified.  A normal wife wouldn’t let any of this happen.  But the more I thought about it, the less I felt I had a choice.  Lexi had set her sights on Paul immediately and she had wasted no time in taking him.  What could I have even done or said to prevent any of this?  How could I have expected Paul to turn down a woman like Lexi?

                  Paul lifted Lexi’s hips upward and twisted her around until her back was on the bed.  His cock had hardened again and he was stroking it on his knees in front of her.  He ran one hand over her breasts and down to her pretty little pussy.  He slid a finger inside of it, dipping it into her warm depth.  He pulled it out and licked it clean.  I mimicked his movements with my own pussy and fingers.

                  Paul rested the tip of his cock at her entrance. He slid it up and down her slit, teasing her.  She cooed each time it brushed against her swollen clit.  She gripped his shaft and guided it into her slick hole.

                  He groaned as he slid inside of her.  My stomach twisted into one big knot.  Watching his cock disappear inside of another woman was unlike everything else I’d witnessed.  He was officially fucking someone else.  For that moment, he belonged to her and I wondered if he’d even want to come back to me.

                  He buried himself deep inside of her pussy and sighed.  Lexi lifted her hands behind her and pressed against the headboard.  She pushed her hips up to meet him as he slid in and out of her.  He picked up speed, panting and huffing as he thrusted.  I circled my clit quickly as I watched, partly tormented, but mostly in awe of how sexy it all was.

                  The harder he fucked her, the more Lexi’s breasts bounced and swayed.  Her mouth opened softly to moan.  He started to pound her, losing all control.  Every muscle in his body flexed and tightened.

                  He pulled out of her and rolled her onto her stomach.  He gripped her ass in his hands and spanked her lightly.  She moaned.  He spread her cheeks and spit between them.  My jaw dropped as I watched him push his slick cock into her.  Paul and I had never done anal.  He’d asked a few times, but I always shied away from it out of fear.  Lexi seemed completely relaxed, as if she’d done this before.  She officially gave him something I never had.

                  He was slow at first, but as he learned how relaxed she was, he picked up speed.  Soon, he was crouched over her, slamming his hips against her with a loud smack!  I ran a hand across my chest and felt my nipples straining against my shirt and bra.  I played with them through the fabric while I teased my clit.  I was going to come watching my husband fuck another girl.

                  At the same time that Paul was coming in Lexi’s ass, my pussy throbbed and pulsed with electricity.  My whole body felt like it was on fire and I had to grit my teeth to keep from moaning.  I hunched over, trying not to fall to the floor.  My orgasm was too intense.  I wasn’t sure how I was still standing at the end of it.

                  Paul pulled out of Lexi and fell beside her.  She looked over her shoulder at the door and then slid off the bed.  “Where are you going?” he asked.

                  She held a finger to her lips and neared the doorway.  I froze, hoping she wouldn’t see me in the dark.  As soon as she turned the corner, however, a smile spread across her lips.  She had spotted me.

                  Lexi walked up to me and said, “I told you I’d take your husband.”  Still coming off the last wave of my orgasm, I could only exhale in response.  She took notice.  Her eyes scanned my body.  Her hands reached for my unfastened pants and surveyed them.  “You were watching us, weren’t you?”  I blushed but I didn’t reply.  “And you came!  That’s so naughty of you.”

                  She grabbed my wrists firmly and pulled me into the bedroom.  “Look who I found hiding in the hallway…”

                  Paul sat up instantly and looked worried.  “Shit.  Rachel, she said it was okay.  She said you wanted it.  Oh, shit.”  He kept cussing under his breath.  He fucked Lexi even though he wasn’t confident that I was okay with it.  Now he was worried I wasn’t.  But I wasn’t really sure how I felt.

                  “She watched us and then she came,” Lexi told him.  My cheeks burned with heat.

                  “Really?” he said, his tone changing to pure satisfaction.  I nodded, unable to keep any secrets from him.

                  “We’ll have to punish her,” said Lexi.  She whipped me around until I had been thrown on the bed next to my husband.  Paul gripped my neck and slid his tongue into my mouth.

                  “That’s the tongue that ate my pussy,” Lexi said as I tasted her flavor on him.  She crawled over me and pulled on Paul’s hair until he broke our kiss.  “Now you’re going to taste his come in my pussy.”

                  “But he didn’t-“ I said, realizing I was admitting to everything I’d seen.  “He didn’t come in your pussy.”

                  “Not yet,” she said.  Paul seemed to know what she was getting at and slid off the bed.  Lexi crawled between my legs and ripped slid my bottoms off.  “Oh my.  You are very wet.”  She pushed her ass up in the air and lowered her head to my pussy.  Her hand slid up my stomach underneath my shirt until she found my breast.  She ran her fingers over my hardened nipple and my body shivered.

                  Her touch was soft and sensual, but firm and dominating.  I loved every ounce of heat that poured into me from her.  Paul stepped behind her and slid his cock into her pussy as she licked mine with an eager tongue.

                  “I’m going to make you come while you watch your husband fuck me.  Then you’re going to lick his come from my pussy.”

                  Her words already had me in a frenzy.  She stretched her tongue along my slit and moved it up and down.  She slid a finger inside me as she sucked my clit into her mouth.  She flicked her tongue across it.  I could hardly keep my eyes open, but I had to watch Paul as he slid into her.

                  He groaned again and grabbed her hips.  He pushed himself deep inside.  She rocked her hips into him and he started to pound her pussy the way he had pounded her ass.  The thought of him coming inside of her cunt and possibly impregnating her scared and excited me.

                  Lexi played with my tits and rolled my nipples in her fingers.  She sucked my entire mound into her mouth and flattened her wet tongue against my clit.  I rocked my hips upward and felt a jolt of electricity shoot up my spine.  I was coming again already.

                  I reached for her beautiful blond hair and came onto her tongue.  Upon seeing this, Paul came too.  He spilled his load inside of her, and then pulled back.  Lexi lifted her mouth from me and dragged my hips down the bed.

                  Lexi crawled above my mouth and lowered her come soaked pussy to my tongue.  I stretched out my tongue, eager for every drop of my husband’s come.  I tasted a swirl of sweet and salty.  It was the flavor of both of them intertwined.  A reminder that she now had my husband in the palm of her hands.

                  I cleaned her pussy of every drop.  She moaned as I licked.  She cupped my head in her hands.  “That’s a good girl.  Taste what your husband did to me.  He couldn’t fucking resist.  I told you he wouldn’t.”  The more she spoke and the faster I licked, the more she tensed and panted.  She let out a long moan and I felt her pussy throb around me.  She came on my face, finishing the night with a bang.

                  She climbed off of me and kissed me for the first time.  I wanted the kiss to last forever.  Her tongue was silky and soft as it explored every crevice of my mouth.  She pulled away and said, “We’ll do this again soon.  No discussion.”

                  I nodded.  She grabbed her clothes and left.  Paul and I looked at each other, dumbfounded.  We didn’t talk about what had happened or why.  But our sex life improved drastically.  We made love passionately from then on, wondering when Lexi would grace us with her beautiful body again.
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                  I called Kennedy’s name and trembled at the sight of her.  She was far too sexy to cheerlead anywhere near my husband, but she was too talented to cut her from the tryout.  Her slim waist and curvy hips were too seductive, but her smile and perfect form was just what the squad needed.  She was good enough to become captain in no time.  She’d probably even go onto do what I never could…cheer on a professional team.

                  Due to injuries, both my husband and I never got to fulfill our dreams.  He had been star quarterback of his college league and I’d been one of the most championed cheerleaders at the same school.  That’s how we met.  When we couldn’t play the same anymore, we decided to take up coaching instead and were lucky enough to work side by side at the same university.  My cheerleaders had always caught some of Mark’s attention, but he was careful around them.  I wasn’t sure he could stay so careful around someone like Kennedy.

                  I thanked her for her audition and tried to hide my admiration for her body and talent.  She watched me carefully with blue-green eyes that scoured my expression for a hint of whether she’d made it or not.  She sat down with the other girls and I carried out the rest of the tryout.  I knew well that I’d be jeopardizing the squad if I didn’t pick her, but that would mean exposing my husband to his greatest temptation ever.

                  The strange part was that I wasn’t bothered by him looking.  It gave me a rush that I tried desperately to ignore.  Besides, looking isn’t the same thing as cheating.  I wasn’t sure I could handle it if I found out he slept with another woman.  Kennedy made my imagination run wild, though.  Only minutes after first seeing her, I pictured Mark grabbing her hips in his hands and turning her back to him, her ass caressing his hard cock.

                  My heart raced with desire and I exhaled to try and steady myself.  I reluctantly told Kennedy she’d made the squad and she wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her breasts to mine.  “Oh my god, thank you!” she cried.

                  “You gave one hell of a performance,” I said, brushing loose strands of brown hair out of my eyes.  “I’d be stupid not to snag you up.”

                  She stepped back and let her eyes shift back and forth across my face.  I could feel her gaze pierce through my wall of professionalism.  She was searching for something personal.  I dismissed her and the other girls for the day, unable to handle the sight of her beautiful face and sexy curves any longer.  Her blonde ponytail whipped around as she turned her back to me.  The girls grabbed their things and headed out.

                  When I got to my car, I sat for a moment at the wheel just thinking about Kennedy.  My legs quivered and my pussy ached with lust.  I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the seat, trying to get her figure out of my mind.  I was unsuccessful.  I started the car and drove home to my husband.

                  “How was practice, Jenny?” he asked when I walked through the door.

                  “Tryouts,” I corrected.  “They were mostly uneventful.  Except for one girl who has some real talent.”

                  “Sounds like a young cheerleader I once knew,” he said, wrapping his arms around my slightly thicker waist and kissing my neck.  It had been years since I was as thin as the girls on my squad now, but Mark didn’t seem fazed.  He had always discreetly checked out other women, even when I had my best figure.  I couldn’t blame him.  He did it in the same way I occasionally did, but failed to admit to myself.

                  I giggled as his tongue brushed along my skin.  I pressed my hands to his thick chest and pushed him back with a raised eyebrow.  “I’m starved.”

                  “I’ve got something you can suck on to tide you over,” he teased.  The idea of sex made my mind jump back to Kennedy.  Confused and intrigued, I slowly dropped to my knees and unfastened his jeans.  His eyes widened in disbelief.  It had been years since our last impromptu sexual act.

                  I pulled his cock out from his pants and watched it harden in my grip.  I licked my lips, looked up at his smiling, eager face, and sank my mouth over his tip.  His head fell back and his mouth opened.  A short, soft moan escaped him.  I sucked him deeper toward the back of my throat.  Every vein bulged against my tongue.  Every ridge massaged the muscles in my jaw.  I huffed through my nostrils while swirling my tongue around his hard, throbbing shaft.

                  I closed my eyes and pictured Kennedy’s soft curves.  I imagined running my tongue across her silky skin.  My pussy ached as I sucked.  Mark ran his fingers through my hair and held me to him.  His hips rocked back and forth against my face.  His cock expanded against the roof of my mouth.  I ran my hands along his thighs and gripped them hard as if I were trying to spread Kennedy’s instead.

                  I imagined long blond hair surrounded me as Kennedy’s lips caressed mine.  Mark let out a low growl.  His head had lowered back down but his eyes rolled up and backward.  The tip of him pulsed and shot his hot load down my throat.  I swallowed in short bursts, trying to catch every drop.  I wondered if Kennedy was the type of girl who’d swallow.  What’s wrong with me?  This is so unprofessional.

                  But a secret is a secret, and no one would have to know the dirty things I thought of Kennedy.
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                  It was the first practice of the season and it coincided with my husband’s football practice.  We were on the sidelines while they pummeled into each other on the field.  It wasn’t always like this.  On rainier days we’d go to the gym.  I was tempted to stay in the gym all season.

                  Kennedy was a few minutes late as if she’d planned it.  She strutted into practice like she was on time and every head from the football team turned toward her, including my husband’s.  I frowned slightly, but my body reacted differently.  My body tingled as if the attention Kennedy was getting was directed toward me.  I lived through her and I strangely wanted her to succeed at seducing my husband.

                  I knew this was ridiculous.  I tried to outthink my desires, but they were still there, trembling underneath the skin.  Eventually, practice resumed for both of us.  The other girls were jealous of Kennedy.  If not for her looks, for her talent.  I couldn’t blame them, but I knew she’d help us win games.  More importantly, she’d help us win our cheer competition at the end of the year.

                  When I saw the boys disappear from the field, I dismissed practice.  Kennedy skipped off after the other girls, turning her head to look back at me almost lustfully.  I knew I was just imagining things and tried to ignore her glances.  When she fled, I turned back to the field expecting to find my husband.  My mouth turned downward when I saw an empty expanse of green.

                  I grabbed my things and headed toward the parking lot.  I turned the corner of the bleachers and my heart stopped.  Kennedy was underneath them kissing one of the guys.  I slid back into unseen territory and peered carefully at them.  A hand ran along her slender waist and up to her full breast.  I watched him pinch her nipple over her white t-shirt.  Her tongue curled and twisted around his and soon the two of them were moaning.

                  I wondered if it was my husband for a moment, but the body of the man looked significantly younger and boyish.  That’s when I heard Marks’ voice shouting toward his star quarterback, Brian.

                  “This is no way to behave.  Come on, get out of here.”  I slid into the stands so that he couldn’t see me.  Brian ran off like a scared puppy and Mark was quick to console her.  I wondered why he cared who she made out with.  They were all adults.

                  “Are you okay?” he asked Kennedy, wrapping his arm around her shoulders.

                  “Sorry Mr….um,” she started.

                  “Just call me Mark,” he said.  His gaze lingered on her sultry face and her eyes refused to stray.  A small eternity passed with them staring at the other in silence.  Mark exhaled and finally broke the tension.  “Well, I’ll let you get home.”

                  “Actually, I need a ride,” she said bashfully.  I remembered to breathe and then continued eavesdropping.

                  “Oh, well.  I can’t.  Maybe one of the other girls.  It wouldn’t be right for me to..uh..”  I rolled my eyes at how quickly he became flustered around her.

                  “I understand,” she said, hanging her head.  “I’ll just go ask Coach Jenny.”

                  “My wife?”

                  “You two are married?  I had no idea.”  She said this unconvincingly but Mark seemed to believe her.  “Well, is it okay if she gives me a ride home?”

                  “I don’t tell her what to do,” he said.  “You’ll have to take it up with her.”

                  “Is it okay with you, Coach Jenny?” she called out through the bleachers.  Seconds later, she walked around and spotted me.  She placed her hands on her hips and Mark followed behind her.

                  “Jenny?  What the hell are you doing?”

                  I nearly fell out of my seat from surprise.  She knew I was there the whole time.  “Um, nothing.  Just, uh, looking for you dear,” I said.

                  “We’ll talk about it later,” he said with a stern voice.  He turned his back and headed toward the parking lot.

                  “Is that a yes, Coach?” asked Kennedy.  I nodded and swallowed, trying to wet my dry mouth.

                  “Sure thing,” I said, terrified of what might happen if we were alone together.
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                  Kennedy followed me to my car in silence.  I could feel the heat of her gaze on my body, confusing me to no end.  Was she interested in me?  If so, why did she seem just as interested in my husband?  Maybe I was imagining all of it, but the feeling she gave me wrapped around me like a boa constrictor.  I couldn’t deny the palpable tension and energy that surrounded the two of us.

                  “Hop in,” I said more to break the silence than anything.  She smiled as if she could read my mind and slid in without a word.  I dropped behind the wheel and started the car.

                  Kennedy’s hand rested on my thigh and in a soft voice she asked, “Are you nervous about something?”

                  “What makes you say that?”

                  “Your hands are shaking.”  Her other hand reached over to the fingers that clutched my keys.  Her caress was gentle and caring.  My hands became still.  I turned to her with an open expression and a million questions running through my mind.

                  I waited for Kennedy to speak or explain herself, but that wasn’t who she was.  Instead, she leaned forward and pressed her soft pink lips to mine.  I knew I should reject her, but I couldn’t pull away.  Her kiss grounded me in place.  My heartbeat traveled up to my throat, pulsing in my neck.  Her fingers touched the throbbing vein.  It felt as if she knew my body even better than I did.

                  The hand that had rested delicately on my thigh slid up through the leg of my athletic shorts.  I squirmed beneath her touch, but she didn’t pull away.  I was happy for it.  My lips parted and gave access to her.  Kennedy’s long, slender tongue rolled into my mouth and wrapped gently around mine.  Her fingertips had reached my panties, discovering the wet fabric I’d been hiding from her.  She smiled with this discovery and played with the fabric just above my clit.

                  I moaned involuntarily.  She used this as permission to slid a finger inside my panties.  Her free hand dropped to my chest and rubbed my nipples through the fabric.  I leaned my head back against the seat and let her play with me.  I was an instrument and she was the musician.  My moans became a symphony and I lost myself completely in her touch.

                  The consequences only filled my mind again after I had come on her soft fingers.  She had them gliding in and out of my slick hole.  She smiled the entire time as if the whole thing amused her.  It felt as if she possessed me and the more she realized it, the prouder she became.

                  “We shouldn’t have done that,” I said, my nerves revving up and shaking my hands again.  I grabbed the steering wheel firmly and started the car.

                  “Why not?” she asked once the car was moving.  “Did you not enjoy yourself?”

                  “I did, but…you’re a student and I’m your coach.”

                  “I won’t tell if you won’t.”  She giggled and threw herself back against the seat.  She peered through the window in silence for a moment.  “I want to go to your house for dinner.”

                  “What?  No.  That’s out of the question.”

                  “Why?  Afraid I’ll steal your hunk of a husband?”  My jaw fell open.  She had some nerve saying that sort of thing to me.  I wanted to retort, but words failed me.  I was completely speechless, fumbling around in my mind for the right thing to say.  “You know how I said I wouldn’t tell anyone what we did?” she asked with a smile.  My throat tightened and my mouth became dry.  I knew just where this was headed.

                  “Fine.  Dinner it is.”

                  We pulled into my driveway and stepped out of the car.  Mark had beaten us home, and when he saw who I was walking in with, his eyes widened and his jaw dropped.

                  “Hello, Coach – I mean Mark.”  She winked at him and my stomach turned.

                  “Hello Kennedy,” he said while rushing to my side.  “Could I talk to you alone?”  He whispered the words as if he were sharpening a knife.

                  “What’s the problem?” I asked him when we were alone in the bedroom.  I folded my arms across my chest to shield me from judgment.  I dared him with my gaze to tell me she was too hot to bring home.  To tell me that he couldn’t have her skipping around the house in her tight shorts and shirt.

                  “It’s just,” he started, rubbing the back of his neck and avoiding eye contact, “it seems unprofessional.”

                  “She asked to come here.  She blackmailed me into it.”  I bit my tongue at the last few words.  I didn’t want him to know any of that.

                  “What do you mean?” he asked, ready to deflect blame.  I could’ve kicked myself for exposing this little secret.

                  I hung my head low and sighed.  “I did something very wrong,” I admitted.  “She was so pushy and insistent…”

                  “Oh, Jenny,” he said with disappointment that dragged his expression to the floor.  “What happened?”

                  I told him everything.  I gave him details so he’d know it wasn’t anything too intensive, but we both knew it was still enough to get me fired.  “So what does she want from you?  Just dinner?”

                  “Who knows,” I said with a shrug.  I turned my head as I let it drop and caught sight of Kennedy in the doorway.  She leaned her shoulder against the frame and her arms crossed her full chest.  Her delicate fingers – the ones that had just been inside my pussy – tapped against her biceps knowingly.

                  “Kennedy!” cried Mark when he saw her.  “Do you mind?”

                  “Actually, I do,” she said, stepping completely into the bedroom.  “I don’t like being talked about behind my back.”  Her brow was cocked, but she was smiling.  She had the upper hand and knew exactly what she wanted.  Her desires quickly became clear to me.

                  “You’ve put us in quite the compromised position,” Mark said.  His voice trembled as she neared him.  She stretched her hands out for his biceps and ran her fingers along his taut skin.  He looked at me nervously.  I closed my eyes and gave him a nod.  He had to give her what she wanted.  Neither of us had a choice.

                  Deep down, though, I couldn’t deny that everything about Kennedy turned me on, including the blackmail and lust for my husband.  I stepped backward toward the wall and felt my ass press against it.  I dropped my hands to my side and exhaled.

                  Kennedy kissed my husband and Mark no longer tried to fight his urge.  His big, strong hands gripped her small waist tightly.  He huffed through their kiss and swiped his tongue along the roof of Kennedy’s mouth.

                  She pulled back and dropped slowly to her knees.  Her slender fingers unfastened his pants and tugged them down his hips.  She ran her palm along the bulge in his briefs.

                  A stir of emotions formed a whirlwind inside of me.  I’d never felt so jealous in my life, but I also couldn’t wait to see her pull out his thick cock and admire it.  It was almost out of body, to watch the soon-to-be head cheerleader stroke my husband’s cock.  It reminded me of myself, and in a way, it felt like watching myself please him.

                  She smiled up at him and I could tell Mark had all but forgotten me.  He was lost in her beauty and her youth.  He was caught up in the fantasy of it all.  It was forbidden and he knew he shouldn’t, but he had to, and that probably excited him more than anything.

                  Kennedy tugged his briefs down until his cock was freed.  She wrapped her small hand around his shaft and licked along the underside in a zigzag pattern.  She circled the tip with her tongue and I found myself taking notes.  I’d never thought to do some of the things she was doing with her tongue.  I ran my hands over my breasts as I watched.  This caught Mark’s attention and when he saw that I was turned on by watching, his cock twitched and thickened in Kennedy’s hand.

                  She swallowed his head and moaned against it.  I could see the vibration in her throat and imagined it pulsing against my husband’s cock.  He gripped her blonde locks in his hands and leaned his head back.  He thrust in and out of her mouth, unable to help himself any longer.

                  Kennedy massaged his balls and ran her hand along his thigh.  He let out a low howl to let the two of us know he was about to come.  Kennedy quickly pulled off of him and smiled.  Mark’s face twisted into a pain filled expression.  He didn’t understand what she was doing, but I did.  She wanted him to come inside of her.  She wanted to take that from me too.

                  She stood up and walked toward me.  Her hands brushed against mine and she pushed her lips to mine.  She lifted my shirt above my head and removed my bra.  Her lips wrapped around each of my nipples and she flicked her tongue across them.  She slid my shorts down and said, “Lay on the bed.”  I followed orders like my life depended on it.

                  With my back to the bedspread, Kennedy returned to my husband and removed her shirt.  He reached for the clasp of her bra and unhooked it.  She kissed him and lifted his shirt from his body.  Her breasts pressed against his bare chest while their tongues danced.  Mark’s hands ran along the sides of her breasts and then wrapped around.  He pinched her nipples and she moaned so cute it made my body tremble.

                  Kennedy took Mark’s hand and slid it inside of her athletic shorts.  He quickly got the hint and stripped her naked.  His hand brushed along her wet slit and she cooed again.  She kissed him as if it were goodbye and climbed on the bed between my legs.

                  Her hands reached for my panties and tugged them down over my ankles.  She leaned her head down toward my drenched pussy while she stuck her ass up in the air.  She was an open invitation for my husband, and I would have to watch it while she made me come.

                  Kennedy stretched out her tongue until it brushed along my folds.  Mark walked up behind her and rested the tip of his cock against her slit.  His hips pushed against her, opening her up to him.  She moaned and breathed against my pussy, sending warm tingles across my skin.  I lifted one hand above my head and placed another hand in Kennedy’s hair.,

                  Her breasts swayed as Mark thrust in and out of her.  Kennedy never took her eyes off me the entire time.  She licked around the outer folds first and then she ventured inside.  She slid a finger in while she wrapped her soft lips around my clit.  A flattened tongue pressed to my clit, occasionally lifting to circle it.  I arched my back involuntarily to her stimulation.  Tiny electric shocks spread through my body.

                  I tried to keep my eyes open.  I wanted to see Mark come inside of her.  I wanted to see her come while being pounded by his cock.  I panted and let my head fall back before picking it up again to watch.  Kennedy slid a hand up to my breast and rolled my nipple in her fingers.

                  The hot breath of her moans rolled over my sensitive skin.  I couldn’t hold back any longer.  I let out a shrill scream as my orgasm erupted inside me.  It spread from the center of Kennedy’s tongue to my spine and down my legs.  My toes curled and I bit my lip.  My head was dizzy.

                  I heard a low howl and my eyes shot open to watch.  My pussy still pulsed and throbbed against Kennedy’s mouth, but I had to see him come.  Mark gripped her hips so tightly I was worried he’d hurt her.  His pelvis slammed into her and his body shook with more intensity than I’d ever seen.

                  Kennedy reached a hand down to her clit and with one touch, she made herself come.  I was stunned at the quickness of her orgasm.  It was as if it had been sitting there between her legs all along, waiting to be released.  Everything about her seemed mystical and unreal.

                  She moaned in cute little pants and cooing noises.  I had come down, but the vibration of her breath felt soothing against my pelvis.  Mark continued thrusting until she had finished.  He pulled out of her and I eagerly slid off the bed to clean him.

                  I wanted to taste Kennedy’s pussy on his cock.  I wanted the mix of sweetness and musk.  As I sucked his half-hard cock clean, Kennedy stroked my hair.  “Good girl,” she whispered.

                  When I was finished, I turned on my knees toward Kennedy who was sitting on the edge of the bed.  “What have you done to me?” I asked her.  “How will I ever live without you?”

                  She smiled and her eyes sparkled.  Mark seemed sympathetic as if he felt the same.  “Don’t get ahead of yourself.  Maybe you won’t have to.”

                  Kennedy leaned down, lifted my chin with her finger and kissed me softly.  I hoped it was true.  I hoped that somehow, no matter how risky it was, I would be able to keep her in my life.  I was certain Mark felt the same.
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                  “So what are your plans this weekend?” I asked Alice, watching her eyes grow wild with curiosity.  Joe and I have been planning a trip to his parents’ lake house for weeks.  But Alice was my best friend, and even though it would only be a few days, I felt guilty leaving her behind.  Not just because of the distance, but because of the stunning views she’d miss out on.

                  Alice and I did nearly everything together.  In fact, the one thing we didn’t do was the same guy.  Not that I hadn’t fantasized about that before.  Alice was a stunning blonde with eyes that sparkled with whichever emotion she was currently feeling.  Her slender waist was perfectly framed by the curves of her hips and breasts.  I found myself peeking at her cute bras each time she’d change in front of me.  I swore a few times she peeked at me too.  And Joe…well I was lucky to find a guy like him.

                  Joe is strong and funny, but most importantly kind.  If it hadn’t been for his soft expression the first time we met, I probably would’ve stereotyped him as an asshole.  He has thick muscles that every single one of his shirts clings to.  I can’t blame them.  I cling to them too.

                  Even though I knew I was increasing the chance for their college hormones to act on each other, I couldn’t imagine going off without Alice.  As much as I fantasized about the two of them, I didn’t really want anything like that to happen.  Or that’s what I told myself, anyway.

                  “You know me,” said Alice.  “Probably whatever you’re doing this weekend.”

                  “What if I was going away?  To a lake house with Joe?”

                  “Oh. My. God!”  She clasped my hands in her delicate fingers and I felt a surge of warmth spread through my arms and chest.  She smiled, beaming with genuine happiness for me.  “That sounds so sexy.  So grownup!  I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t miss you though.”

                  I brushed a few wisps of her blonde hair out of her eyes and kissed the tip of her nose.  “What if you didn’t have to miss me?”

                  “What do you mean?”

                  “I want you to come with us.”  Her eyes changed shape rapidly as she processed what I was saying.  When she finally landed on the conclusion, she wrapped her arms around my waist and pushed her cute body up against mine.

                  “Are you serious?  That would be amazing!”  She pulled back with a slight frown.  “But…I don’t want to impose.  This is an important thing for you and Joe.”

                  “Joe doesn’t mind,” I told her.  “We’ve already discussed it.  And you know I want you everywhere I go.”

                  She smiled again and I felt the warm embrace of her body around mine.  I rubbed her back and kissed her cheek.  My hands slowly explored her lower back, fighting the urge to dip even lower.

                  ---

                  “She’s not going to feel like a third wheel coming with us?” asked Joe.  I was half-distracted by his pecks pushing against the tight fabric of his gray t-shirt.  His dark hair fell over his forehead, framing his chiseled face.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and twirled my fingers along his hairline.

                  I stared into his dark eyes and replied, “She goes everywhere with us.  Why should she feel like a third wheel now?”

                  “Maybe because it’s a romantic getaway.  I don’t mind her coming, you know that.  I just don’t want her to feel left out or lonely.”

                  “Oh, you don’t plan on entertaining her?”  I stuck out my tongue playfully and brought one of my hands down to his chest, resting it gently on the soft cotton.

                  “Cherry, please,” he said with a shaky voice, “if anyone should be worried it should be me.”

                  “What do you mean?”

                  “I’ve seen the way you look at her.”  I scoffed, but my cheeks flushed with heat.  I had been found out.  I had no idea Joe was so perceptive.  “Not that it bothers me.  It’s kind of hot.”

                  “Oh really?” I asked, kissing his lips and then pulling my head back.  “Well it’s not like that so you can just get rid of your lesbian fantasies.  Alice and I are like sisters.  I’m very close to her.  Closer than most girls are.”

                  “You’ve got that right,” he said, gripping my hips tightly in his hands and pulling me into him.  His lips crashed against mine and jolt of hot electricity shot through me.  My legs felt weak and if it weren’t for Joe’s embrace, I might’ve fallen to the floor.  He slid his arms all the way around me, until his forearms were pressing into my lower back.  His hands slid down underneath my thighs and he hoisted me up to his waist.  I wrapped my legs around him and cooed.  I loved being with a strong man.

                  He carried me to the bed and tore my shirt off.  “Is this new?” he asked while cupping my breasts.  He was talking about the blue lace bra I was wearing.  His thumbs found my nipples through the fabric and teased them with circular motions.

                  “Mmhmm.  You weren’t supposed to see it yet.”

                  “Then what did you wear it over here for?  You know we can’t be in the same room together without getting naked.”

                  “Hey, we’ve been clothes plenty of times.”

                  “Hm.  I guess I only remember the times we were naked.”  We both chuckled as he pushed my skirt up and pulled my matching blue panties down.  The cool air rushed against my wet slit, sending chills up my spine.

                  Joe removed her shirt and I ran my hands along his abs.  My fingers found the button on his jeans and unfastened it.  He stood back and slid them down, followed by his briefs.  I stared in admiration at his long, thick cock and wondered what it would look like disappearing inside my best friend.  My pussy throbbed at the thought, and thankfully I was about to be filled.

                  Joe climbed between my legs and placed the tip of his cock at my slit.  He pushed in and I gasped, arching my back.  Despite having fucked him a ton of times, it always felt new.  His size always made me feel like a virgin.

                  He pulled the cups of my bra down until they rested underneath my breasts.  He wrapped his lips softly around the pink nub while he thrust in and out of me.  I slid my hand down to circle my clit.  I closed my eyes, and thought of Alice.

                  “Fuck!” I cried, feeling shock after shock of ecstasy shoot through me.

                  “Already?” he asked.  But he didn’t tease me.  He wrapped his arm around the top of my head and stroked my hair.  He looked into my eyes as he picked up his pace.  He pumped faster and faster, in and out of me until his cock expanded, ready to explode.

                  He groaned.  He sounded like a wild animal when he came.  I loved how raw he was.  His cock twitched and throbbed against my pulsing pussy walls.  I felt his hot load shoot deep inside of me.

                  We came down together, kissing and holding each other.  I couldn’t help but wonder how our sexual nature might affect sharing a weekend with Alice.

                  I hoped for the best.
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                  “Ready to go?” I asked Alice as I stood at her apartment door.

                  “Almost.  Just need to grab my toothbrush.”

                  It was cute how excited she was.  I couldn’t love her any more than I already did.  My heart was full as we loaded into Joe’s car and pulled away toward the lake house.

                  The drive was short and sweet.  We listened to our favorite tunes and sang along.  Joe laughed and rolled his eyes.  His hand kept wandering to my thigh while he drove and I noticed Alice watching him very closely.

                  We pulled up to the house just in time for sunset.  Alice and peered out the back windows toward the lake and we both gasped.  “Isn’t it beautiful, Cherry?” asked Alice.

                  “It’s amazing!”

                  “Why don’t you girls go watch the sunset while I start dinner?”  Alice and I turned to each other with wide eyes in disbelief.  Joe was treating us like royalty.

                  We took him up on his offer and grabbed a red throw blanket from the living room.  It was cool outside, but we figured a blanket would warm us up just fine.  We ran out onto the deck and sat by the water.  I wrapped the blanket around my shoulders and stretched it out so Alice could cuddle inside.  We huddled together and stared at the sun’s reflection on the still lake.  The sky was painted pink and orange, and the details of the trees were accentuated by the soft lighting.  I leaned my head on Alice’s shoulder and sighed.  “Isn’t this perfect?”

                  “Thanks for inviting me,” she said.  “I’m glad I get to share this with you.”

                  “I wouldn’t have it any other way.  You’re the most important person in my life.  Even a step above Joe.”  I reached for Alice’s hand under the blanket and wove my fingers into hers.

                  Alice turned her face to kiss the top of my head and I shivered.  Her body heat kept me warm enough that I felt like I didn’t need the blanket, but it was a good excuse to be close to her.  I wanted to be even closer.  Sharing that romantic sunset with her made me want to do something I’d never been brave enough to do before.

                  I lifted my head and faced her.  “Alice,” I said, gazing at her profile as she stared at the sunset.  She turned slowly to me, her eyes soft and wandering.  I choked.  I wanted to kiss her more than anything, but I was frozen in place.

                  Alice gazed at me a moment longer and then surprised me by moving her head toward mine.  Her lips puckered and her eyes closed.  I matched her actions until our lips had touched.  A warm tingle crept into my cheeks and down my neck.  Then the tingle made it between my legs.  I shifted and placed a hand on Alice’s waist.

                  Her lips parted and so did mine.  Her tongue slid into my mouth.  She tasted like vanilla and honey.  The sun was setting more, pulling us into total darkness.  Joe wouldn’t be able to see us and that excited me.

                  Alice placed a hand on my neck and then lowered it slightly.  Her tongue swirled around mine.  Her hand cupped my breast.  My nipple hardened underneath her palm and I slid my hand up to her full breast.  I felt her hard nipple too.

                  Fear slipped in.  I pulled back and dropped my hands.  My body was on fire, but it was all too much too fast.  “What are we doing?” I asked.

                  “What we’ve always wanted to do,” said Alice.  “Right?”  I sensed nervousness in her voice.  She feared being rejected.  But I didn’t want to reject her.

                  I nodded and swallowed my panic.  “Right,” I said, returning to position.

                  Alice stopped my hand and said, “Lay back.  There’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”  I followed her orders and lay back against the deck with the blanket underneath me.  Alice slid down under the throw.  Her hand moved between my legs above my black leggings.  My thighs quivered at her touch as she ran her hand along my throbbing mound.

                  She dipped her fingers under the waist of my leggings and panties, pulling them down together.  It wasn’t the first time she’d seen my pussy, but it was the first time she’d been this close to it.  I could feel her hot, passionate breath roll over my slick folds.  My hips shifted uncomfortably as the pressure built behind my pelvis.  Then her tongue touched my clit, traveling down my slit.  I moaned and arched my back.

                  My entire body trembled with passion and anticipation.  I raised my arms above my head and let Alice explore my pussy for the first time.   She moved her tongue around my outer lips, tracing every fold and wrinkle.  She finally made it back to the center and slipped it inside of me.  She wrapped her lips around the entirety of my mound, sucking lightly to draw my clit out of its hood.

                  Her mouth felt so good that I wanted to last longer, but I couldn’t.  “I’m going to come,” I warned her which made her flick her tongue across my clit and folds.  My body quaked on the deck.  Alice worked hard underneath the blanket.  I trembled and then came into my best friend’s mouth.

                  She licked me clean so there was no drop left behind.  Then she climbed above me and slid her tongue into my mouth.  I could taste my pussy on her flesh and I devoured her.  When she pulled back, I blurted out the unthinkable.

                  “I want you to fuck Joe.”

                  “You want what?”  She sat back on her knees and I pulled my bottoms back up.  I ran a hand through my dark, shoulder-length hair and listened to my heart tap quickly against my ribs.

                  “I don’t know.  Forget I said anything.”

                  “But you did say something.”

                  “Yeah.  I don’t know.  I just think…it could be kind of hot, you know?”  I took small peeks at her expression to gauge how she was responding.  Her eyes shifted back and forth across the last reflections of the day in the lake.

                  “I mean, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t ever think about Joe like that.  But he’s your man and I would never do anything to hurt you.”

                  “I know that,” I told her, taking her hands in mine.  “That’s why I want to give him to you.”

                  “Does he even think of me like that?”

                  “There’s only one way to find out,” I said.  We both looked back toward the house and saw Joe moving about in the kitchen.
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                  Alice and I ate dinner like we had a secret, and we did.  We kept glancing at each other, blushing and smiling.  It didn’t take long for Joe to notice and start asking questions.

                  “What’s going on with you two?  I thought Alice would feel left out, but I should’ve known it’d be me.”  He smiled after he said that.  He was always good humored, but I knew there was a hint of truth to his statement.

                  “You won’t be left out for long,” I told him.  “I’ll tell you after dinner.”  I never saw Joe eat so fast in my whole life.  Alice and I finished what we could stomach, but the nerves and excitement were getting to us.  We pushed our plates away and leaned back in our chairs, giggling.

                  “Let’s go chill in the living room,” I said.  Everyone stood up and followed me.  Joe and I sat on the longest section of the grey L-shaped sofa.  He and I expected Alice to sit on the short section, but she sat on the other side of Joe instead.

                  I placed my hand on Joe’s thigh and Alice copied me.  We smiled at each other and Joe furrowed his brow as he tried to understand what was going on.

                  “Joe,” I started.  “How do you feel about Alice?”

                  He struggled to speak.  Alice’s hand was moving up his thigh slowly.  “She’s, uh, fine.  I like her fine.”

                  “Have you ever thought about kissing her?”

                  “What? No. Never.”

                  “Oh come on,” I said.  “Not once?”

                  He turned to her, his gaze lingering on her soft features.  “Maybe once,” he whispered under his breath as if he wasn’t aware he was saying it.

                  I placed my hands on his shoulder and leaned toward his ear.  “I’m giving you a free pass,” I whispered.  “I want you to act on your desires.”

                  Alice tilted her head and looked into his eyes.  She moved in closer.  Joe swallowed and licked his lips.  He didn’t want to be the first to pursue.  He was afraid of getting into a fight.  I watched as Alice’s lips touched his and he didn’t pull away.

                  Joe parted his lips and Alice’s tongue swirled around his.  I giggled to myself.  Her tongue still had the taste of my pussy on it.

                  Joe gripped Alice’s arms tightly as he huffed.  I looked down at his bulging cock and felt a pinch of jealousy.  Was I doing the right thing?  Maybe seeing Alice and Joe together should stay a fantasy.

                  But the longer I watched them embrace and kiss, the more excited my body became.  I was filled with electric sparks shooting off.  My head became dizzy with lust and euphoria.  I couldn’t stop it even if I wanted to.  I had opened up a door I could never close.

                  Joe’s hand traveled around to the front of Alice and cupped her breast.  I winced and tingled simultaneously.  It was both sexy and hard to bare.  Everything I knew about relationships had gone out the window.  I wasn’t supposed to let Joe be with my best friend.  I definitely wasn’t supposed to watch it happen.

                  But I couldn’t pull my eyes away.  They were the two sexiest people I’d ever met.  Joe removed Alice’s shirt, revealing a cute black bralette underneath.  He dipped his head into her neck and bit lightly on the muscle.  She moaned and I bit my lower lip to keep from moaning with her.

                  In one quick swoop, Joe picked Alice up, holding her underneath her knees and behind her back.  He lay her down on short section of the sofa, creating a divide between us.  I felt more like a voyeur with the distance, but I didn’t mind it.  I pulled my knees up to my chest and watched over the tops of them while biting my nails and panting with desire.

                  Alice lifted Joe’s shirt from his torso and gasped.  She was in awe of his muscles.  She ran her soft, delicate fingers over his chest and abs while staring with wide eyes.  He growled and tore her bralette from her chest, lifting it over her head and tossing it to the floor.  He lowered his mouth to her tiny pink nipples and sucked them in through his lips.

                  Alice worked hard to unfasten his jeans.  He flicked his tongue across her nipples a few time before pulling back to take them off.  She sat up and helped him remove his briefs.  I waited excitedly for the inevitable gasp at the size of his cock.  My heart raced when her mouth opened in surprise.

                  I expected her to be intimidated, but it was the opposite.  She wrapped her hand around his shaft and wrapped her lips around his tip.  He leaned his head back and groaned.  Her cheeks sucked in and he slowly disappeared inside of her.  I felt tense and hot with excitement.  He was inside another woman’s mouth.  I would never be able to forget that image.

                  Maybe I won’t want to, I thought.  Alice swirled her tongue along his underside and I remembered how her tongue felt against my clit.  My pussy ached again as I watched them.

                  Joe slid his fingers into Alice’s soft blonde hair and thrust deep into her throat.  She took it like a pro and even moaned as if it turned her on.  Joe’s abs flexed and his balls pulled up toward his cock.  He was about to come, but he didn’t want to yet.  He pulled out and exhaled in pain.

                  Joe flipped Alice onto her stomach and pulled her leggings down.  He ran his hands up her thighs and over her ass.  She wore a matching black thong and looked over at me while he caressed her.  She stretched her hand across the couch and I grabbed it.  She smiled and I smiled back.

                  Joe kissed each of Alice’s cheeks tenderly.  He the strap of her thong to the side and ran his thumb along her wet, puffy slit.  Her eyelids fell closed and she moaned.  Her grip tightened on my hand and I blushed.  Somehow, she still managed to make me feel a part of their experience.

                  “Is this really okay?” asked Joe as he held his cock in his hand, preparing to slide it into my best friend.  I thought about it for a second.  Could I really handle seeing him fuck her?  My sweet, beautiful Alice was about to be ravaged by my boyfriend’s hard cock.  And would I ever be able to fuck him without thinking of her?  As I thought about it, I realized I already thought of her every time we fucked.  This would make it more intimate, more purposeful.

                  “Yes,” I said and smiled.  He smiled awkwardly as if he didn’t quite believe me.  But that wasn’t enough to stop him.  He pressed his tip to my best friend’s slit and pushed in.  Her eyes and mouth opened as I imagined her pussy did.  He disappeared inch by inch inside of her and I gripped her hand with all the strength I could muster.  Soon, his cock was completely buried in her.

                  He gripped her hips in his hands and dug his fingers into her soft flesh.  He pulled back slowly.  His cock glistened with the slick wetness of Alice’s pussy.  I wondered what it tasted like, suddenly jealous of Alice for knowing what I tasted like.

                  He pushed back in, Alice moaning and Joe groaning with each re-entry.  He pulled back again, pushing in faster this time.  He picked up his pace with each thrust.  He pulled her hips up so that her breasts hung slightly in the air.  They swayed back and forth as he fucked her.

                  I noticed he was about to come when I gave him a wave.  He looked at me and paused his momentum.  Alice’s eyes were closed so she could focus on the sensation.  I pointed to my clit and mouthed, “tease her.”  He nodded and slid a hand around her stomach until his thumb pressed against her clit.  Her eyes shot open as he pressed her button.  She stared up at me, helpless to the ecstasy building inside of her.

                  I leaned forward and stroked her face.  Joe fucked her hard and deep while circling her clit.  Her legs trembled against him and his abs tightened and released.  He groaned his wild groan.  She moaned sweetly as the pressure behind her pelvis was released.

                  Her cute little body quivered as she came on my boyfriend’s cock.  Joe pounded her as he finished, finally collapsing over her.  He pulled out and a stream of his come spilled down her thigh.  I wanted to lick it from her, but I didn’t move.

                  Joe brought his cock over to me and I licked him clean instead.  I could taste the faint hint of her sweet pussy on his musky cock.  I devoured him and sucked his half-hard cock until his skin was spotless.  Alice flipped over and, noticing the stray come, scooped it up in her fingers.  She wiggled her naked body close to me and replaced Joe’s cock with her fingers.  I sucked while looking into her sparkling eyes.  Alice removed them and kissed me.

                  “Thank you,” she said, “for including me.”
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                  The rest of the evening was filled with movies, snacks, and conversation.  Alice and Joe were closer physically.  He wrapped his arm around her fearlessly and she kissed him playfully.  They didn’t ignore me by any means.  Alice gave me small kisses throughout the night and Joe treated me the same as he always had.  My fears and reservations about sharing Joe with Alice were fading.  I felt more loved than I ever had.  I was closer to both Joe and Alice than before.

                  We finally said goodnight to each other.  Joe and I split off into one bedroom and Alice went to another.  I changed into a night shirt and a pair of panties and Joe wore only his boxers.  He wrapped his arms around me and kissed my forehead.

                  “That was hot earlier.  You sure you’re okay?”

                  “I’ve never been better,” I said, wrinkling my nose as I smiled.  “In fact, I miss her already.”

                  “Yeah, I kind of do too,” he said.  His cheeks turned pink and my heart expanded in my chest.  I couldn’t be happier that he felt the same toward Alice that I did.

                  I kissed his lips and said, “I have an idea.”  I slipped out of the room and walked down the hall.  I tapped my knuckles against Alice’s bedroom door.  When she opened, it felt like the wind had been knocked out of me.  She wore a cute little pink nightie that was practically see through.

                  “Is anything wrong?” she asked.

                  “No.  Joe and I were just talking.  We wanted to invite you to sleep in our bed.  It’s a king so there should be plenty of room.”

                  She beamed a bright smile up at me.  “Really?”

                  “Yeah,” I said, taking her hand in mine.  “Come on.”  I pulled her back down the hallway and opened my door.  Joe, who was sitting on the edge of the bed, smiled when we both walked in.  “Maybe she can sleep with us?”

                  “There’s plenty of room,” said Joe, falling back on the bed and spreading his arms around.  I ran up and climbed on top of him.  I straddled his waist and felt his cock harden slightly in his boxers.  I leaned down and kissed him.  Through the side of my eyes, I could see Alice’s knees climbing onto the mattress.  I myself back up and gazed at her beautiful body in the lamp light.  The angle gave me the perfect view of her nipples through her nightie.  I brought my hand to her neck and kissed her.

                  Joe’s hands gripped my waist and he rocked his hips against mine while my tongue danced with Alice’s.  We broke our kiss and Alice lifted her nightie above her head.  She was completely naked underneath.

                  I followed her lead.  I removed my shirt and Joe’s hands wandered to my breasts.  He rolled my nipples in his fingers and I felt my pussy ache again.

                  Alice stepped off of the bed and walked around to bottom edge.  I slid off of Joe and faced Alice.  Alice embraced me, running her fingers along my bare spine.  Her breasts pressed against mine and I played with her hair in my fingers.  She looked at me and then kissed me again.  We trembled against each other, Joe watching in awe.

                  “There’s something I’ve always wanted to do,” said Alice.  She turned to Joe.  “It requires removing your boxers.”

                  He didn’t hesitate.  He threw his boxers off like it was a state of emergency.  His cock was rock hard and twitching with anticipating.  “Why don’t you suck him for me,” she said while stroking my dark hair.

                  I kneeled down in front of my boyfriend and took his cock in my hand.  I mimicked the moved I had seen Alice do earlier.  I wrapped my lips around his head and sucked in my cheeks until he was back against my throat.  Joe leaned his hands behind him, making his pelvis open to us.

                  When I pulled back, Alice kneeled and stretched out her tongue.  She licked the underside of his shaft while I sucked on the tip.  I followed her lead and licked the underside too.  Soon, our tongues intertwined while we teased my boyfriend’s cock.

                  We continued until he was about to come.  Then we pulled away and giggled.  “Oh come on, girls,” Joe said with a frustrated huff.

                  I turned to Alice, ignoring Joe’s disappointment.  “There’s something I’ve wanted to do, too.”  She raised her brow at me and relaxed her shoulders, inviting me to have my way with her.  “Lay on your back,” I said.

                  She did as she was told, but not on the bed.  She lay on the cool, hardwood floor with her knees bent and spread outward.  I climbed between her legs and exhaled along her wet folds.  She arched her back and moaned.  Her legs trembled.  I stuck my tongue out and slid it along her folds, exploring every valley and crest.  Her hips rocked and her body twitched.

                  I felt a pair of strong hands on my hips.  My panties were pushed off to the side.  Joe pressed his mouth to my slit and wiggled his tongue inside me.  It was the most intense pleasure to taste my best friend while my boyfriend tasted me.  Joe removed his mouth and placed the tip of his cock against my pussy.

                  I rocked my hips forward so that I was more available to him.  He pushed inside me and I moaned into Alice’s pussy.  She panted quickly as her body heated up from the excitement.  I reached my hands up to her breasts and played with her nipples, rolling them between my thumb and fore finger.  She cooed and writhed on the floor.  My pussy was pounded hard by a rough, thick cock.  Joe’s hand wrapped around my stomach and played with my clit.

                  “Stop,” said Alice mid exhale.  I lifted up, concerned she was feeling taken advantage of.  Joe didn’t pull out of me, but he did stop thrusting.  “I have something better in mind.”  I turned back to face Joe and we smiled at each other.

                  She told Joe to lie on his back.  She told me to climb on top of him.  I straddled him and then sank my hips down over his cock.  I felt him bury himself deep inside of me and my eyes rolled in the back of my head.  When they focused again, Alice was climbing over Joe’s head, facing me.

                  She lowered her hips over his mouth and he stretched out his tongue.  She reached her hands to my breasts and pressed her lips to mine.  I caressed her breasts too, letting one hand travel to her neck.  Our tongues danced while Joe’s cock thrust in and out of me.

                  I thought Joe must be the most talented man on the face of the earth.  He pushed deep inside of me repeatedly while licking my best friend’s pussy.  He was so good that she moaned into my mouth as we kissed.  Our fingers caressed each other’s shoulders, backs, necks, and breasts.  We played with each other’s nipples the most.

                  Shock after shock of electricity shot down my spine and between my legs.  I grinded my hips against Joe’s pelvis, pushing my clit against his rough skin.  I felt his cock massage the bridge between my clit and opening.  I thought of how he had fucked Alice earlier.  I thought of how she had licked me no more than an hour before that.

                  I loved our new triangle.  I loved feeling and kissing her body while fucking Joe.  I loved knowing she was getting attention too.  My hips started to shake, and I lay my head against my best friend’s breast.  She stroked my hair and whispered, “It’s okay.  Come for me.”  I felt waves of euphoria crash through me.  My pussy gripped Joe’s cock like a vice.  I quivered in Alice’s arms and smiled when I had finished.

                  “Switch with me,” she said.  I switched with her, giving Joe less work to do.  I climbed over his mouth and he cleaned my pussy of his leaking come.  Alice climbed above his cock and I watched him disappear inside her for the second time.  This time, there was no jealousy or animosity.  I was happier than I’d ever been to see Joe fuck my friend.

                  She rolled her hips over his pelvis and I caressed her body.  I leaned forward and took her left nipple into my mouth.  I sucked on the soft tissue, feeling it harden against my tongue.  I flicked it across the skin and the swirled it around the areola.  She held my head to her chest and moaned.

                  I slid one hand down to her pussy and pressed my thumb to her clit.  She leaned back slightly, giving me greater access.  I massaged her breast in one hand while teasing her pussy.  Joe thrust in and out of her, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

                  “Come for me, Joe!” she called.  I could feel her clit peeking out from underneath its hood.  She was about to come with him.

                  “You don’t need to ask me twice,” he said jokingly.  He slammed against her harder and harder while I circled faster.  Her cute pink lips opened wide and she let out a soft moan.

                  “Oh,” she gasped.  “Oh, fuck.”  I gazed down and saw her pussy pulse around Joe’s cock.  His abs flexed and I smiled. I knew he was about to explode.

                  He let out his wild, animalistic growl and filled my best friend for the second time.  She finished coming while he was mid orgasm. He finished shortly after.  A few streams of come spilled out of Alice as she lifted off of him.  She collapsed beside him and the two of them lay gasping for air.  I climbed between Alice’s legs and bent them at the knees.  I wrapped my hands around her thighs and cleaned her soft folds with my tongue.

                  She ran her fingers through my hair as she caught her breath.  “Thank you.”

                  “Mmhmm,” I said, letting my response vibrate against her pussy.

                  “Oh, fuck,” she moaned.  “Do that next time.”

                  I smiled.  I was glad she wanted there to be a next time, because I did too.  And I was certain Joe would be up for it.  I finished cleaning my friend and then I climbed next to her.  She wrapped her arms around me and I saw Joe turn toward us.

                  “Hey, now,” he said.  “Let me in on this.”  He wrapped his arms around Alice, extending them over to me.  She was sandwiched between us.  She took turns kissing me and then kissing Joe, until the three of us fell asleep.

                  ---

                  I dreamt of the three of us living in the same house one day, always sharing each other.  We would make each other breakfast, go out on dates together, and fuck together every night.  Sometimes I would watch; sometimes Alice would.  We’d shower together and sometimes I would have Alice all to myself.

                  When I woke up the next morning, the sun rays streaked along the wall.  I turned to see the three of us still huddled from the night before.  I smiled so wide it hurt my cheeks.  Alice stirred in my arms and I stroked her hair.

                  Her eyes fluttered open slowly and her lips parted.  I kissed her and she kissed me back.  “Is this real?” she asked me.

                  “I’m afraid so,” I said.

                  “I’m so happy it wasn’t a dream,” she said, wrapping her arms tightly around me.  I felt her breasts press against mine again and I moaned softly.  I couldn’t imagine how we would get through the weekend doing anything but fucking.

                  Joe woke up slowly and leaned over Alice’s shoulder to gaze at the two of us.  “So this really happened?”

                  “Mmhmm,” I said.

                  “Fuck yeah.”  Alice and I laughed and then kissed each other tenderly.  I felt Joe’s hand run along my arm and then Alice’s.  We both formed goose bumps from his touch.

                  Alice pulled back and said, “I’m as eager to continue this as you two, but I’m starved.  Let’s say we get some breakfast first?”

                  “Sure thing,” I said.  The three of us dressed ourselves in our night clothes and headed to the kitchen.  I followed behind Alice and couldn’t make it halfway down the hallway.  I pulled her hand until she turned to face me.  I pressed her up against the wall and kissed her.  “I’m so glad you decided to join us.”

                  “I am too,” she said.  “I have a feeling we’re going to have a light breakfast.”
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                  It was my first week of college.  I had a few things packed in a car and that was it.  My parents had given me some money to buy things once I got settled.  I wasn’t too far away from home, but far enough.  Luckily, my boyfriend and I agreed to attend the same school.

                  He and I went to our separate dorm halls and agreed to meet up later on.  I was assigned my room and took the elevator up.  I had a bag slung on my shoulder and my nerves were bundled tighter than my belongings.  The elevator doors opened and I walked down the long, cold corridor.  I found my room and knocked.

                  “Who is it?” asked a sultry voice from the other side.

                  “I’m Brianna.  Your new roommate.”  The door swung open and she stood there like a beam of light shining at the end of a dark tunnel.  My jaw unclenched.  My shoulders relaxed.  I exhaled with relief.  She seemed lovely.

                  I had been nervous for months about having a roommate.  What if I didn’t like her?  What if we didn’t get along?  We’d not only be living together, but sleeping together.  We’d be in the same room all of the time.  But when Vanessa opened the door, I had a feeling we’d become great friends.

                  “Hey girl, come on in,” she said.  Her smile was wide and bright.  She was gorgeous from head to toe, but she was also friendly.  She seemed fearless.  I assumed she made friends fast and saw everything as an adventure.  She owned her space.  She walked with confidence.  She spoke with deep passion.  Despite her large presence, I felt there was a space carved out for someone like me.

                  I slipped into the room and looked around.  She already had posters up of her favorite musicians.  She had a unique sense of style – a blend of positivity and edge.  She blended frilly pinks with dark tones effortlessly, like they belonged together.  “I like your side,” I said.

                  “Thanks.  Just brought most of this stuff from home.”

                  “I think we listen to the same music.”  I smiled and felt myself relaxing more the longer I was in her space.

                  “Where’s all your stuff?” she asked.  I turned behind me and saw a bare wall and a pathetic cot for a bed.

                  “I have to go shopping,” I said.

                  “Oh! What fun,” she exclaimed happily.  “I could help if you want.”

                  “That would be really cool.  Thanks.”  My gaze traveled along her body when she wasn’t looking.  She had long brown hair that fell in waves over her chest.  She wore a black crop top and gold feather earrings.  She had a belly ring in matching gold.  She wore pink and gold bangles on her wrists.  Her legs stretched on for miles and were covered in black leggings.  Her skin was naturally tan and I envied it.

                  I was pale with light red hair.  I was thin while Vanessa had delicious curves.  Her breasts were fuller and her hips wider, but she was still trim.  I wondered if she was a gym enthusiast or just lucky.  Her eyes sparkled with her teeth when she smiled.

                  I set down my bag and grabbed my purse.  The two of us spent the afternoon shopping and getting to know each other.  We laughed and joked.  She was quickly becoming a better friend than the ones I had in high school.  I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be paired with her.  I wasn’t sure there could’ve been a better union.

                  The evening started to get away from us as we decorated.  Vanessa was great about helping me pick out things that were my style instead of veering in her direction.  But Vanessa seemed to have a few different styles.  Despite looking like a model for social media, she liked anything that was cohesively put together even if it was much lighter or darker then she’d normally go for.  I liked simple and modern.  Clean lines and minimalism.

                  My phone buzzed on the desk and I saw that Dylan was calling me.  “It’s my boyfriend,” I said.  “I totally forgot I was supposed to meet him for dinner.”

                  “Oh cool,” she said, brushing her hand through her hair and stepping back.  Her voice shook as if she was nervous.  I didn’t want to leave her out after the day we had.

                  “You should totally join us,” I said as I answered the phone.  She held her arm and smiled.

                  “Only if you guys don’t mind.”

                  “Who’s that?” asked Dylan.

                  “Just my new roommate,” I told him.  “Is it okay if she joins us for dinner?”

                  “Sure thing,” he said.  “Glad you’re getting along with her.  My guy is pretty rad too, but he’s got a few things to do.”

                  We agreed to meet in Dylan’s cafeteria and then go out for coffee.  As Vanessa and I walked across campus, I started wondering if I had made the right decision.  Vanessa was the hottest girl I’d ever seen and I was bringing her along to meet my boyfriend.

                  It’s okay, I told myself.  I trust Dylan.  And besides, Vanessa’s room was my room too.  It was unlikely anything would happen between them.  For a moment, my mind flashed to an image of them in Vanessa’s bed.  My body tingled at the thought of Dylan kissing her and grabbing her hips tightly.  I bit my lower lip and glanced to my side.  Vanessa glanced back and smiled.  Maybe I can at least have a weird little fantasy.  Just so long as nothing actually happens.

                  We stepped into the cafeteria and found Dylan sitting toward the back.  He waved to us, his dark hair falling into his eyes.  His biceps flexed as his arm stretched over his head.  “That’s your boyfriend?” asked Vanessa with wide, fiery eyes.

                  “Yep,” I said proudly.  I tried to hide my concern.  I was already worried about Dylan finding Vanessa attractive, but now I had to deal with the fact that she found him attractive too.  Not that I could blame her.  Dylan was a perfect stud.  He had broad shoulders and tight muscles.  His clothes fit him well and he wore the sexiest expressions on his face.

                  We reached the table and sat down.  “Dylan, this is Vanessa,” I said, analyzing every flick of his eyes and every sigh.  His eyes froze on her for a moment, as if she had cast some kind of spell on him.  He reached across the table – never breaking his gaze – and stretched out his hand.

                  “Nice to meet you.”

                  “You too,” she said slowly and seductively.  She took her seat, but their hands didn’t break immediately.  When they finally did, I felt a strange disappointment and relief simultaneously.  Watching their hands touch seemed magical – almost destined.  But it was the last thing I wanted to see.  Wasn’t it?

                  The three of us made small talk for a few minutes.  I sat next to Dylan, rubbing his thigh with my hand to try and keep his focus on me.  Despite my constant touching, he kept staring at Vanessa and flirting with her.  She finally excused herself to grab some food.  Dylan turned to me and said, “Holy cow.  That’s your roommate?”

                  I frowned.  “What do you mean?”

                  He caught himself.  “Uh. Nothing.  She just seems nice.  I’m glad you are becoming friends.”  I decided that I might have been too harsh on him.  I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt.  But when Vanessa returned to her seat, it was obvious there was chemistry between them.

                  Despite my boyfriend hitting it off with my new roommate, I didn’t feel like a third wheel.  Both Vanessa and Dylan kept me in conversation, alternating their time with me.  The three of us had a dynamic I’d never experienced.  Everything was balanced with an equal amount of give and take.  The more I thought about it, the happier I was that Dylan and Vanessa hit it off.  If she was going to be my new friend, it made sense she should get along with my boyfriend.

                  We left the cafeteria to grab some coffee.  Vanessa already had a favorite shop on campus.  They were about to close, so we rushed over quickly and grabbed some to go.  We sat out on a curb as the sun set and laughed the day away.

                  “I’m glad I met you guys,” Vanessa said.  “Some people move here with a clique of friends already.  I don’t know anyone.”  Her hand touched my thigh and a shiver ran down between my legs.  Her vulnerability made her even sexier.  Without thinking, I tilted my head toward her and kissed her.

                  “Woah,” said Dylan. The second I realized my action, I pulled away.

                  “Shit.  Sorry,” I said, blushing.  But Vanessa smiled and took my hand in hers.

                  “It’s okay.  I didn’t know you were bi.”

                  “I’m not,” I said.

                  “She’s really not,” Dylan added.

                  “Oh,” said Vanessa.  “I was kind of hoping you were.  I am.  It would’ve been nice to know someone else like that.”

                  “I don’t know why I kissed you,” I said.  “I’ve never done that.”

                  “Maybe you’re just feeling something new,” said Vanessa.  “Wishful thinking on my part, I guess.”

                  “I mean…I wanted to kiss you.  I don’t know.  This is weird.  I’m sorry.”

                  She laughed.  “It’s okay, Brianna.  I’m not trying to turn you or anything.  It’s totally cool.”

                  I smiled, but my heart wrenched like a wrung towel.  I didn’t want to ruin a blossoming friendship, but I didn’t want to pass up the opportunity for something deeper either.  I sighed and stared at the ground.

                  “Well, I should get back,” said Vanessa.  “I’ll see you later?”

                  “Vanessa, you don’t have to-“ I started.

                  “No, it’s okay.  I’ll just see you when you get back.”

                  I looked at Dylan who shrugged his shoulders and kept his eyes wide with suspense.  I hopped to my feet and ran after Vanessa.  I slid my hand into hers and pulled her toward me.  I kissed her hard and felt my body quiver in the parking lot.  I pulled back and saw Vanessa smiling.

                  “I don’t know what I am.  But I know I like you a lot,” I said.  “I didn’t really know that I liked you like this until I kissed you.”

                  She leaned in and pressed her soft lips to mine.  She kissed more sensually than I was used to.  Her lips parted and her tongue slid into my mouth.  She tasted like sweet candy.  Her hands grabbed my waist and pulled me into her.  They slid toward my lower back and moved to my ass.  Dylan cheered from the curb behind us.  We broke our kiss and laughed at him.

                  “He’s a jerk,” I said.

                  “No, he’s funny,” she said. She stared at him while blushing.  “I’d love to fuck him sometime.”

                  My stomach dropped and my eyes widened.  “What?”

                  “Oh.  Sorry.  I didn’t mean to say that out loud.  He’s just so hot.  You’d be there, of course.  It wouldn’t be cheating or anything.”

                  My head was spinning.  How was it not cheating?  I wanted to scream at her and tell her never to talk to Dylan again, but my body was curious.  My body grew hot at the idea.  I bit my lower lip and looked back at Dylan.  He smiled stupidly and waved.  He had no idea what we were discussing.  He was just out of earshot.

                  I turned back to Vanessa and said exactly what I felt.  “That could be hot.”

                  “Oh my god.  Really?”  She smiled excitedly and grabbed my hands.  I gulped and nodded.  She dropped her hands and jogged over to him.  She sat, leaned in, and whispered something in his ear.  His eyes widened and he looked at me.

                  I had a good idea of what she’d said.  I clasped my hands together and nodded.  The three of us quickly returned to my new dorm room and locked the door behind us.
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                  What was I thinking?  I barely knew Vanessa.  We spent the day together and that was all.  Dylan knew even less about her.  But there we were, standing in a dimly lit room about to do the unthinkable.  I was giving Dylan to my new roommate.  I was sharing my boyfriend in my first week of college.

                  I sat back on my bed and stared at them.  Vanessa walked over to me, held my face and kissed me.  “I feel a strong connection with you,” she whispered.  “I want you to know I’m doing this for you.  I want to grow closer to you through him.”

                  She made it all seem magical and fated.  I nodded and exhaled as she pulled away.  She walked back to Dylan and wrapped her arms around his neck.  He leaned down and kissed her hard, like he always kissed me.  She pressed a hand to his chest and kept him a short distance away, while she worked him into a slow and sensual pace.  I smiled.  She was teaching him for me.

                  Vanessa slowly lifted Dylan’s tight blue t-shirt from his thick torso.  Her fingers grazed along his abs and she cooed into his mouth.  I sat on my hands, watching anxiously for her next move.  I felt like I shouldn’t be watching, but I couldn’t look away either.

                  She threw his shirt to the floor.  Her hands explored his chest and biceps.  Their tongues danced.  He moved slowly, methodically.  It was the opposite of how he was with me.  His hands found the bare section of her waist and grabbed it.  He pulled her in close to him, their bodies touching.  I noticed a thick bulge growing in his jeans.  There was no doubt or denial anymore.  He was attracted to her.

                  Dylan’s hands slid up Vanessa’s torso, underneath her crop top.  He found her breasts and rested his hands on them.  She moaned and arched her back, giving her greater access.  They never broke their kiss.  My legs felt hot.  The space between them grew hotter.  A small pool of wetness grew between my legs.  My pussy throbbed and ached for Dylan’s cock.  But I would be denied that tonight.  Tonight it was Vanessa’s.

                  Dylan removed Vanessa’s top and tossed it to the floor.  I saw her breasts for the first time, held in a thin, nearly transparent pink bra.  Her nipples pressed against the fabric, eager for a release.  Dylan dragged his knuckles along them, creating goose bumps over Vanessa’s chest.

                  He kissed her neck and then her collarbone.  He reached behind her and unhooked her bra.  It slid from her arms, revealing her breasts to both of us for the first time.  He kissed his way across her cleavage.  He wrapped his lips around her nipple and bit down gently.  He flicked his tongue across it and sucked, alternating between teasing movements.

                  She moaned and my breath quickened.  Vanessa’s hands wandered to Dylan’s jeans, unfastening them at the waist.  He lifted his head and kissed her.  She broke it to drop down slowly to her knees.  She took his jeans with her.  He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of them.  He glanced at me and I nodded.  I kept telling them it was okay, even though my stomach twisted at the sight.  But I couldn’t deny that it turned me on and that I wanted both of them to be happy.

                  Vanessa’s hands wandered over his legs up to his briefs.  She ran a palm over the outline of his hard cock.  Her fingers dipped into the waistband and tugged down. It fell out and she gasped at its length.  I smiled.  I knew I had lucked out with his size.

                  She wrapped her small hand around his shaft and parted her lips.  She sank her mouth over him and he groaned.  He threw his head back and placed his fingers in her hair.  He pushed slowly inside her, along her tongue and toward the back of her throat.  He pulled back and pushed forward carefully.  He didn’t want to hurt her.

                  Vanessa rocked her hips as she sucked him.  It was turning her on to have his cock inside of her.  It turned me on too.  I couldn’t believe I was allowing it to happen.  I couldn’t believe I was watching.

                  She sucked in her cheeks and stretched out her tongue.  Occasionally, she pulled off and swirled her tongue around his cock.  He groaned and watched her.  Sometimes, he’d turn his gaze to me.  He seemed to enjoy that I was watching him fuck another woman.

                  He groaned and his abs tightened.  I knew he was about to come.  I’d seen that expression hundreds of times before.  I rocked my hips against the bed to dissipate some of the ache.  He howled and came inside my roommate’s mouth.  She swallowed as much as she could, but a single stream escaped through the side of her mouth.  I crawled over quickly and licked it off her chin.

                  Dylan removed his cock and Vanessa turned her lips to mine.  I kissed her, tasting my boyfriend’s come on her tongue.  She slid a hand between my legs – against my jeans – and massaged my wet pussy.  I moaned as she kissed me.

                  She pulled her lips and hand away and smiled.  Dylan picked her up by the shoulders and moved her to the bed.  He pulled her leggings and panties down in one swipe.  He tugged them and her shoes off and let them drop by the bed.  He parted her legs and slid inside of them.  His head lowered to her soaking wet pussy and he stretched out his tongue.

                  I moved to the side of the bed and watched closely.  Vanessa stroked my hair as she moaned.  I leaned over and wrapped my lips around one of her nipples.  She twitched at my touch.  I enjoyed the small amount of power it seemed to bring.  I flicked my tongue across it and watched her squirm.

                  Dylan slid his tongue along the folds of her pussy.  He stopped at her clit and circled it around, teasing her.  She arched her back and held my head in her hand.  I joyfully sucked on her nipple while he made her writhe.  Dylan slid a finger inside of her wet pussy and pulled it back and forth.  She rocked her hips in motion with him.

                  Dylan wrapped his hands around her thighs to hold her in place.  He wrapped his mouth around her mound and sucked.  His tongue moved in circled around her.  She moaned and twisted until she finally let go.  Her abs rocked in waves as she came against my boyfriend’s tongue.  I bit down gently on her nipple and her scream grew louder.

                  When she finished, she exhaled and fell flat on the bed.  Dylan lifted his head and I leaned in to kiss him.  I could taste Vanessa’s pussy on him.  I could smell it on his skin.  I inhaled his new scent and felt a chill at the thought that I might always smell her there.

                  While Vanessa caught her breath, Dylan sat back on his knees and stroked his cock.  I crawled over to him and took it in my mouth.  I sucked it in, preparing him for Vanessa.  He held my head against him and thrust his hips forward.  He was big and thick and I was about to hand him away.

                  He pulled back and stood up.  He crawled between Vanessa’s legs and pressed the tip of his cock to her slick entrance.  She raised her arms above her head in surrender.  He leaned down and kissed her breast as he slid inside of her.  She arched her back and moaned.  Her fingers found his thick hair and twirled the strands playfully.

                  His cock buried further inside of her.  She lifted her hips to meet him.  I sat back panting at the sight of them.  There was no going back now.  My boyfriend’s cock was buried inside of her.  He was as much hers as he was mine and I knew from this point on our relationship would change forever.

                  Dylan pulled his hips back and pushed them forward.  He rocked against her, thrusting deeper and deeper inside of her.  Her breasts swayed as he pounded her.  They looked into each other’s eyes and smiled.  My heart raced.  Adrenaline filled my veins.  I was jealous of both of them for having each other.  But I loved watching them together.  They fulfilled a fantasy I didn’t even know I had.

                  He pulled out of her and flipped her onto her stomach.  He gripped her hips in his hands and dragged them upward.  He slid into her from behind.  Her breasts were pressed against the bed.  Her hair fell elegantly around her.  She watched me as he fucked her from behind.

                  I walked over to her and kissed her.  Her tongue danced in my mouth.  I slid a hand under her breast and massaged it.  She smiled through our kiss.

                  “Fuck!” cried Dylan as he slammed against her.  “I’m gonna come!”  His eyes clenched shut and his abs tightened.  He let out a painful groan and spilled his come deep inside of her.

                  “I feel it,” she moaned as he filled her up.  I salivated at the thought.  Dylan pulled back once he had finished and I rushed quickly to replace him.  I covered my mouth over her hole and let his come drip onto my tongue.  It was the perfect blending of their scents and flavors.  It was like a new favorite recipe.  I drank every drop I could.  I slid my tongue inside of her to find more.  I stretched it as far as it would go, eager for every ounce of Dylan’s come.

                  As I cleaned her, she became aroused.  Her pussy throbbed around my tongue.  Her fists clenched the bed sheets.  She rocked her hips against my face.  She let out a wild scream and came for the second time.  I smiled knowing I was the one that did it.

                  I lifted my head and she sat up.  “Now it’s your turn,” she said.  She leaned over and pulled my shirt from my body.  I stood up and helped her with my jeans and panties.  Dylan sat on my bed, stroking his cock as he watched.

                  When I was completely naked, Vanessa laid me on my back on her bed.  She dipped her head between my legs and stretched out her tongue.  I’d never been with a girl before and I was nervous.  But her tongue was soft and pleasing.  It was sensual and needed.  My body filled with heat and desire as her tongue danced over me.  She reached up and rolled my nipples in her fingers.  I arched my back and rocked my hips against her.

                  I moaned.  Her breath traveled over my skin.  Her tongue dipped inside of me and circled my clit.  I reached down and slid my fingers into her hair.  I lowered my gaze and watched Vanessa’s head move between my legs.  I let out a low groan and felt wave after wave spread through me.  A shot of electricity sent heat up my spine.

                  I came down and Vanessa sat up.  Dylan had come on the floor to the sight of us.  “You two are really fucking hot together,” he said.  Vanessa and I looked at each other and laughed.

                  “I’ve never done anything like this before,” I admitted to Vanessa.  “It was really something.”

                  “Welcome to college,” she said with a wink.  She slid in beside me on her bed and wrapped her arms around me.  We kissed and held each other.  Dylan frowned from my bed.

                  “You guys are making me jealous,” he teased.

                  “Then get your ass over here,” said Vanessa.  He ran over to our bed and wrapped his arm around me.

                  As the three of us embraced, I couldn’t have felt happier.  I was more excited than ever to start my first year of college and I knew there would be many more adventures to come.
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                  Naomi lifted her white t-shirt above her head and threw it on the bed.  I’d been friends with Naomi ever since our first year in college, but I’d never seen her breasts before.  She bent her arms behind her back and unhooked her white silk bra, letting it slid slowly from her arms.  It joined the spot on her bed where her shirt lay and I tried desperately not to stare at her cute little pink nipples as they hardened from exposure to the cool air.

                  I bit my lower lip as she slid her bright pink bikini top on and tied it around her neck and back.  She turned to me and smiled.  “Isn’t it cute?”  I nodded.  It was very cute.  It was soft fabric with little silver specks spread across the pink triangles.  I could still see the outline of her nipples pushing against it, begging for escape.  I wondered what it would be like to touch them gently with the pad of my thumb or wrap my lips around them.

                  Spring Break was coming up fast for Naomi and me.  Living in Florida meant you learn to take Spring Break pretty seriously.  We were close enough to Daytona that we barely had to ask our parents’ permission to go.  Our plan was to crash a few parties and see what trouble we could get into.  Of course, Naomi was the adventurer.  I got my thrill just being near her.

                  “Oh by the way,” she started.  “I thought I’d invite Charles along.”

                  I blushed. I had had a crush on Charles for almost a year, but I was never brave enough to tell him.  We shared an English class together and frequently made small talk about how boring the teacher was.  “Why did you invite him?” I asked.

                  “Oh.  Didn’t I tell you?  I’m kind of…seeing him.”

                  “What?”  My stomach sank into the seat below me.  I gripped the edge of the cheap office chair in my hands.  “But you know that I like him.”

                  “And you didn’t make any moves on him,” she teased.  “So I did.”

                  “I was just waiting for the right moment.”

                  She laughed.  “Let’s face it, Sarah.  You were never going to say anything.  You just wanted to wait until he swept you off your feet.”

                  “That’s not true,” I started to say, but my throat tightened and muted my voice.  She wasn’t wrong.  I was mad as hell, but she knew me better than I knew myself sometimes.

                  Naomi walked toward me and leaned over.  Her breasts hung delicately from her chest and I tried not to stare at them.  She was inches from my face, her bright red lips slightly parted and her dark, wavy hair falling over one shoulder.  “Don’t worry,” she said, “I did it for you.”

                  “That doesn’t make any sense,” I said, forcing my gaze to the wall beside me.

                  “You’ll understand later,” she replied, standing up and running a hand through her soft locks.  “You’ll get your time with Charles by the end of our break.”

                  I didn’t know what she meant but I knew better than to ask.  She liked keeping secrets and playing games.  I wouldn’t have been friends with her this long if she didn’t have a good heart.  But I couldn’t understand how Naomi dating Charles would help me.

                  ---

                  It was finally the first day of Spring Break.  The weather was gorgeous and campus was silent.  I met Naomi at her dorm and Charles showed up shortly after.  My throat tightened when I saw him.  His big, wide build stood in the hallway.  His eyes scanned my body minutes before Naomi wrapped her delicate arms around his neck and kissed him.  Part of me hated her, but part of me responded to seeing the two of them kiss.  My legs tingled and my lungs felt heavy.  I avoided looking at them.  I was afraid of what they’d see on my face.

                  “Ready?” asked Naomi to which Charles and I nodded.  We followed her to her car.  I sat in the passenger seat and Charles at in the back.

                  “Are you sure you don’t want to sit up front?” I asked him, flipping my hair out of my face to see him better.

                  “Nah, I don’t want to impose on your girls’ trip,” he said.  I turned around and rolled my eyes.  But he didn’t mind tagging along in the first place.

                  We drove down to the beach and checked into our hotel.  That’s when I found out Charles would be sharing a room with us.  “You’re kidding me,” I whispered to Naomi when he followed us to our door.

                  “Why should he have to pay for his own room?  Ours has two beds and it makes it cheaper for everyone.”

                  I huffed and threw my suitcase on the bed.  I walked over to the balcony and unlocked the sliding glass door.  I stepped outside and inhaled the salty ocean air.  The waves were calming, but almost inaudible.  The beach below us was covered with young, hot bodies in bright swimsuits.  College girls were giggling and the boys were showing off.

                  I heard someone step outside behind me.  “I hope you don’t mind me being here,” Charles said.  I squeezed my eyes close as if his words had punched me.

                  I turned to face him and kept my expression soft.  “Not at all,” I said.  My eyes widened and my jaw fell open.  Naomi was stripping all of her clothes off without warning.  Charles saw my face and turned to survey the room.

                  “Oh,” he said, stunned by what he saw.  My chest hurt from jealousy, but my body wanted to see more of my best friend.  Naomi was perfectly curvy with a toned, slender figure.  She had full breasts that hung down as she bent over for her bikini.

                  I turned my gaze to Charles’ pants and saw the outline of his hard cock trying to escape.  I folded my arms across my chest and exhaled.

                  Naomi heard my frustrated huff and looked up at me.  “Don’t be shy,” she said.  “Why don’t you get in your swimsuit too?”

                  I looked at Charles and then back at her.  “In the open?  Like you?”

                  “Why not?’

                  Charles turned to me, “I won’t watch.”  He turned back toward the ocean and I walked to Naomi.

                  “How is this supposed to help again?” I whispered while trying not to stare at her perfect breasts.  She fastened her top on first and then slid her bottoms up her slender legs.

                  “Well if you hadn’t made a big deal out of it, you’d be undressing in front of him.”

                  “And so are you.”

                  “But he likes you better,” she told me.

                  “No he doesn’t.  Why is he here with you then?”

                  “Because I was the only one brave enough to invite him.  Now go on, strip,” she tugged at my t-shirt and lifted it above my head.  A sea of chills crawled across my skin.  Feeling my half naked friend’s fingers graze my skin as she helped me strip made me desire her more than ever.  I focused on her lips and considered leaning in to kiss her.

                  When I was in just my peach bra and panties, Naomi leaned her lips against my ear.  “Don’t look, but he’s watching you over his shoulder.  He’s trying to be sneaky, but he isn’t very good at it.”  She pulled back and we both giggled.  I felt the heat of Charles’ gaze on my skin and decided to linger a moment before switching to my bikini.

                  I slid my bikini bottoms on slowly, bending over carefully in case he was still watching.  A chill crept up my spine as I secured the cute little bottoms to my waist.  I pulled the matching purple top over my head and fastened it behind me.  I blushed and turned to face Charles, but he was looking at the ocean now.

                  The three of us headed down to the beach and joined the hundreds of college students partying.  Naomi skipped off to play a game of volleyball, leaving Charles and I alone for a few minutes.  At first, there was an awkward silence, but then Charles snuggled closer to me.  My body warmed at his presence.

                  “Are you enjoying yourself?” he asked.  I nodded and asked him the same thing.

                  “I am too,” he said, folding his arms around his knees.  “I was hoping I’d see you here.”

                  “Really?  But what about Naomi?  Didn’t you want some time alone with her?”

                  “Oh,” he said, staring off into the ocean.  “Naomi is great.  She’s a real firecracker.  But I’ve always sorta had a crush on you.”

                  I blushed and hung my head to hide my smile.  Then I looked up at him and stared into his eyes.  I wanted to kiss him and he looked like he wanted to kiss me, but neither of us made a move.  I was too nervous and he did technically come with Naomi.  Soon, she returned and sensed the tension between us.  She wiggled her body down to the sand and the three of us watched the sunset together.

                  Through the corner of my eye, I saw Naomi slide her hand inside of Charles’.  She pulled his arm around her and curled inside of him.  She leaned her head up and kissed him.  I watched more closely and saw their tongues swirling around one another’s.  I frowned but my legs quivered.  I shifted awkwardly on the towel underneath us and felt my bikini bottoms growing wet.  I looked down and saw a small pool soaking through the fabric between my legs.  I jumped up quickly and ran toward the ocean.

                  “Where are you going?” Naomi called out.

                  “For a swim!” I said without a pause in my jog.  I didn’t stop until my body was completely submersed in water.  I turned around and saw Naomi and Charles heading after me.

                  Shit, I thought as they came closer.

                  “Are you okay?” asked Naomi with a devilish grin.  The ocean was growing colder with the setting sun and I began to shiver.  “You seem cold out here.  You came out so suddenly.”

                  “I just felt like a refreshing dip in the ocean,” I said, feeling my teeth chatter.

                  “I don’t think so,” she said.  “I think you got turned on watching us kiss and you didn’t want anyone to find out about it.”

                  My jaw dropped.  Did my best friend really just say that in front of my crush?  Charles avoided eye contact, but his cheeks flushed pink.

                  “It’s okay,” said Naomi, petting my shoulders with her hands.  “It turns me on too.”  Charles snapped his head in her direction and his eyes widened.

                  “It does?” he asked.

                  “Mmhmm.  That’s why I brought you here, Charles.  I want to see you fuck my best friend.”  Charles and I both looked at each other awkwardly.  He rubbed the back of his neck and I bowed my head.  “Come on, now,” said Naomi.  “Don’t be shy.  I know you guys like each other.  You guys practically never shut up about the other one.”

                  “This is crazy,” I said.  I swam back into shore and ran up to our towels.  Naomi and Charles were just behind me.

                  “Don’t make this a big deal,” Naomi said.  “I’m just trying to help you.”

                  I turned to her with fury in my voice.  “I’m not like you.  I’m not wild and insane.”

                  She frowned and lowered her voice.  “Is that what you really think of me?”

                  “Shit.  I’m sorry.  It’s just…this isn’t how I do things.”

                  “And you never end up with the guy you want doing things your way,” she said.  “Just give into a little adventure.  You may surprise yourself.”

                  I turned to Charles who had kept his distance from us.  I bit my lower lip.  I hungered for his body like I was starving, but could I really let him fuck me in front of my best friend?

                  “Let’s go back to the room,” I said.

                  “Is that a yes?” she teased, following behind me.  I held my tongue until the three of us had slipped back into the hotel.

                  When the three of us were back inside the room, I turned to Charles.   He was soaking wet and hotter than ever.  Naomi pushed on my lower back, urging me closer to him.  I walked up and stared into his eyes.   But neither of us made a move.

                  Naomi brought my fingers up to his neck, hooking them around the back of it.  I took a step closer to him, but Charles continued looking at her for clues.  I saw his Adam’s apple rise and fall.  He clenched his jaw tightly.  I tilted my face up and parted my lips slightly.

                  Charles finally looked to me and he gripped my shoulders.  His hands slid slowly down my arms.  When they reached my elbows, he moved them softly across my back, pulling me closer to him.  His biceps flexed, and I knew in that moment that he wanted me.  Or he at least wanted to have me for Naomi’s pleasure.

                  His lips lowered to mine and I felt them kiss me for the first time.  My chest tightened and my mouth felt like sandpaper.  What if there’s no coming back from this?  What if he falls in love with me and I lose my friendship?  What if he falls in love with her and I have to see them together, always?

                  My head was screaming at me for starting something so risky, but my legs were quivering and my nipples were hardening.  As much as I hated seeing them together, I also wanted more of it.  And more of him.  I wondered if Charles was just another thing we would share.  Like a hairbrush or a cute outfit.  I wasn’t sure how this could turn into anything but trouble, but I couldn’t pull myself away.

                  He pulled back from our kiss and looked at her apologetically.  Naomi wasn’t worried or upset, but his concern only reassured me.  Naomi reached for the back of his head and lowered him back down until he kissed me again.  Then, like a leash had been removed, Naomi lifted her hand away and he kissed me passionately without encouragement.

                  My breathing grew heavy and my pussy ached.  Making out with Charles was incredibly hot and soon my desire clouded any fears I had.  The only thing I wanted now was to see how far this would go.  Our heads tilted and bobbed as our tongues slid into each other’s mouths.  It wasn’t long before I was moaning at Charles’s touch, but it wasn’t moving far enough.

                  To my surprise, Naomi walked closer to us.  Naomi gently ran her fingers along one of Charles’s hands, letting him know it was okay.  Then she pulled it slowly down to my chest so that it cupped one of my breasts.  I saw her smile as she watched.  I released a low moan as my nipple was softly touched by Charles’s palm.

                  Too turned on to just stand there, Naomi began kissing Charles’s bicep as she watched him play with my tits.  She ran her hand up Charles’s bare back and he moved his lips to my neck.

                  “Ohhh,” I cried.  Seeing Naomi so close to us made my bikini wet again.  Charles kissed his way down to my collarbone before sliding the tips of his fingers into my top.  He pulled the fabric down until it sat just under my tits, releasing them for Naomi’s viewing pleasure.

                  She couldn’t hold back.  She reached out and cupped on of them in her hands, making my entire body shake with desire.  When Charles saw her participating, his confidence grew.  He lowered his lips to my nipple and sucked.

                  My back and head arched back, pushing my breasts closer toward Charles and Naomi.  She rubbed her thumb gently over my nipple while Charles flicked his tongue against the other.  Goose bumps spread across my skin.

                  Naomi kneeled to the floor, crawling between Charles and me.  She moved her fingers to the waist of my bikini bottoms.  She slid her thumb to where my clit was, and felt that the fabric was soaked.  She looked up at me and smiled a knowing, mischievous smile.  Desperate for more, she pulled my bottoms quickly to the floor and I stepped out of them.

                  Charles pulled back for a moment to see what she was doing.  She watched him as he surveyed my body.  I saw the lustful fire rage in his eyes.  She stood up next to him and propped herself up on her toes.  She pushed her lips to his ear and whispered, “I want to see you fuck her.”

                  He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me in for a hard and deep kiss.  It felt like his face could almost break mine.  He slid his hands up to my breasts and played with my nipples, rolling them between his fingers.  Then, in one quick sweep, Charles scooped me up and carried me to the bed.

                  “Ohhh!” I cried as he threw me on the soft comforter.  He wrapped his hands around my thighs, splitting them around his body.  He leaned over and kissed my stomach wildly, eventually making it back up to each breast.  He gave my nipples a few more flicks and sucks before kissing his way down to my wet pussy.

                  Naomi watched us, her lips parted in ecstasy and her gaze seemed slightly distant.  My pussy throbbed and ached for attention.  That look, I thought.  Naomi is so fucking hot.  As Charles slipped my top off my body, Naomi removed her top and bottoms.  I watched her strip and bite her lip sensually.

                  Naomi stood there naked, watching Charles prepare to eat out her best friend.  He looked up at her and saw that she was naked and touching her breasts.

                  “Oh fuck!” he yelled at the sight of her.  He quickly tore off his swim trunks and every muscle in his body flexed with anticipation.  For the first time, I saw Charles’s huge cock.  It looked powerful and hungry.

                  He quickly kissed my inner thighs and gave my pussy a quick lick.  I let out a moan and Naomi couldn’t refrain from touching her pulsing pussy.  Her lips were swollen and her fingers became slick instantly.  I couldn’t believe how wet this was making her.  Charles wrapped his mouth around my entire pussy.  He flicked his tongue up and down my slit and around myclit.

                  Naomi rubbed herself while watching and almost came immediately.  She pulled her fingers away, wanting to save her orgasm for when we all came.  The longer Charles’s mouth licked my pussy, the more I writhed on the bed.  Then he slowly stood up and gave Naomi one last questioning look.

                  She moved her fingers back to her clit and nodded approvingly.  He wrapped his big hands around my slim waist and pulled my hips to the edge of the bed. He stepped closer into me and rested the base of his throbbing cock against my slit.

                  He slid his cock up and down, coating it in my wet pool and then finally placed the tip at my entrance.  I turned toward Naomi again and curled my finger to say, come here.  She walked slowly to the bed and I patted the spot next to me.  She climbed onto her knees beside me and I rested my hand on her hip and looked up at her.

                  She moved her hand back to her pussy and her other hand to her breast.  “Fuck her hard,” she told Charles, making me let out a small gasp.

                  Then Charles plunged his dick all the way into me, sending a jolt of electricity through my body.  Naomi leaned over and pressed her lips to mine as I moaned.  She played with my nipples as Charles fucked me.

                    Watching his entire cock disappear into my swollen pussy was mind-blowing.  I remembered that he came here with Naomi, not me.  The jealousy started to creep back in, but it only made the situation hotter.  He shouldn’t be fucking me, I thought.  But at the same time, I knew I was going to have the best orgasm of my life.

                  I moved my free hand to Naomi’s breast and pulled on her nipple.  She still looked down at me, as if she was the getting off just as much. Charles pulled his dick out slowly and then rammed it back into me.

                  “Ohh!” I cried in a mixture of pain and pleasure.  I moved my hand down to my clit and started to circle it slowly.  Charles knew I must be close and started pumping in and out of me.  He leaned over me slightly, placing his fists on either side of my body, and I watched his biceps flex and release as he fucked me in front of Naomi.

                  Soon he increased his speed and I heard and felt his pelvis slap against mine followed by a low growl.  I circled my clit furiously as he fucked me and Naomi played with herself.  I looked up at her face and she was still looking at me through half lowered lids.

                  Her mouth was open into a perfect O shape as she moaned over and over again.  Suddenly, like Charles was a wild beast, he fucked me so fast and hard that he couldn’t hold back anymore.  His veins started lifting from his muscles and his neck and face turned red.  He grabbed my hips and slammed into me over and over.

                  “Fuck yes!” I cried as my orgasm started its release.  Hearing my cry sent Naomi over the edge.  She moaned and circled her clit furiously.  I felt the first rolling wave of ecstasy pulse from my clit.  I flexed my abs slightly as it overcame me and I heard Charles cry out like a grizzly bear which only made me cum harder.

                  Suddenly, all three of us were crying out as we came together, and soon we all collapsed around each other, trying to catch our breath.  As I came down, the doubt and insecurity resurfaced and I wondered what would become of my relationships.

                  I lay on the bed next to Naomi. Charles eventually crawled over her, giving her a gentle kiss on the nose.  “That was fucking hot,” he said, eliciting a smile from her lips.

                  “What do you think?” she asked me.  I looked at Charles who was still trying to catch his breath.

                  “Next time, I want to see him fuck you,” I told her, pointing my finger at her.

                  “If there is a next time,” Charles said.  He seemed to doubt what two best friends could handle and overcome.  But he didn’t know me and Naomi.  We were closer than most girls.

                  “I think there could be a next time,” I said assuredly.  Charles kissed the top of my thigh sensually.  Naomi peeled herself from the bed.

                  “Guess I better get in the shower,” she said.  “Don’t do anything to each other without me!”

                  We all laughed and she closed the bathroom door behind her.

                  “You sure you guys will be okay?” asked Charles now that we were alone.

                  “Sure we will,” I said with a smile.  “Naomi and I can handle anything.”

                  He kissed me and then laid on the bed next to me, holding my hand in his.  The biggest smile crossed my face as I thought about having more of these moments in the future.  Naomi had been right, I thought.  I never would’ve gone this far with Charles on my own.

                  During our break, the three of us grew even closer.  When we returned to campus, we agreed to keep our relationships with each other open.  Sometimes, Naomi and I even had some girl time to ourselves.  I’ll always be grateful for Spring Break I took with her and the future adventures it led to.
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      Check the list of titles included:

      

      FFM Camping Trip

      FFM Best Friend's M.I.L.F.

      FFM Nanny

      FFM Interview

      FFM Bachelor Party

      FFM Surrogate

      FFM Maid

      FFM Babysitter
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      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 42,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $7.99.

      

      Check the list of titles included:

      

      FFM Housemaid

      Sharing My Boyfriend: Boat Trip

      Sharing My Husband with My Sorority Sister

      Sharing My Husband with My Best Friend

      Sharing My Husband at the Beach

      FFM with His Girlfriend

      FFM First Time

      My Boss and His Wife
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      Kendra and her boyfriend Tim love to travel. This time, they've decided to travel to Spain and stay in a hostel. Kendra has noticed her boyfriend staring at a few women on their trip and to her surprise, it excites her. So when she meets the incredibly gorgeous Sofia - who happens to be staying in the same room - she can't help but wonder what it would be like to watch her boyfriend with another woman. Fortunately for Kendra, Sofia has a few playful ideas of her own. This is bound to be one vacation the college aged couple will never forget.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Lauren is a journalist that reviews her local city's nightlife. The only problem is, Lauren is an introvert by nature. She hates going out, and decides to fake her reviews instead. Unfortunately, her boss catches on and urges her to actually visit one of the local bars if she wants to keep her job. That's when Lauren meets Ava, a single care-free woman who instantly finds chemistry with Lauren. But after the two ladies hit it off, Ava confesses that she noticed Lauren's wedding ring. And Ava has decided that she wants Lauren's husband while Lauren watches.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    
    
      
        Selena Hart is an author of menage cuckquean short stories.  Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.  Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

        

        To read more by this Selena Hart click here.
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